PARASITE 


THE DIARY OF JACK THE RIPPER Maria Eftimiades 
Shirley Harrison seems doomed to forever 
(Hyperion) miss the point. Her 
second book, sandwiched 
THE DIARY OF JACK THE RIPPER between LETHAL LOLITA 
presented by Michael Winner and GARDEN OF GRAVES 
(MIA/VCI vídeo) 65 min. was MY NAME IS 
KATHERINE (St. 
TRUE CRIME VOLUME 1 -THE YORKSHIRE RIPPER Martin's),co-authored 
(Connoisseur Collection Cassettes) by Joe Treen, and fits 
144 min. snuely into her chosen 
. oeuvre of tabloid- 
GARDEN OF GRAVES style knock-offs and 
Maria Eftimiades headline cannibal- 
(St. Martin's Press) izations. Pressed off 


an assembly line in 


THE MISBEGOTTEN SON WHORES 1. record time to 


Jack Olsen capitalize on semi- 
(De11) bored public interest, 
these sort of "True 
ARTHUR SHAWCROSS: THE GENESEE RIVER KILLER Detective" and "True 
Dr. Joel Norris Crime Library" 7 
(Pinnacle) melodramas are, 
obviously, not designed 

Do you believe that Ted Bundy only killed girls with for posterity. Indeed, 
hair parted in the middle? And that he did it because a to even read one, say 
girl with that same hair style snubbed him during his early a year after the fact 
adulthood? . would seem to be an 

Do you believe that Ian Brady fucked all sorts of embarrassment for both 
different holes because his mother didn't love him? And audience and author. 
that Myra Hindley would do absolutely everything Ian told Rather like collecting 
her to do just “cause she needed to be needed? old newspapers just 

How about it's heavy metal or serial killing? because you don't have 

Or girls just like looking like that? the time to read them 

Or your husband loves to spend an extra hour and a right now. 
fucking half trying to keep that fat cavern tight ‘cause he Nevertheless, the 
cares about your pleasure just as much as his own? market for these 

Have you ever fucked a hooker? insubstantial little 

A street hooker? Not like your greedy girlfriend or ditties is expanding 
lonely boyfriend -one ugly walking dead cunt that'll suck and Maria Eftimiades, 
your dirty, smelly, sweaty unwashed cock and balls and no doubt, is justthis- 
swallow all cum she can't spit out, And then talk to you close to finishing a 
about the other sticky slime poles she's tasted just before new expose' on The 
yours on the drive back to her ghetto corner? Long Island Train 

.Ever fuck one that wasn't drunk or blasted on crack, Massacre for the racks 
heroin or niggerish stupidity? at Walgreens' right 

Do you believe that the poor things are victims of now. 
circumstance? Given that these 


Outcasts? Unloved? Do they suffer trauma from their books -books written 


fathers raping their eight year old ass night after night 
..sti11? 

And maybe it's their pimp who's really the problem? 

Maybe they just don't know how to work a computer and 
cunting is their only real job option? What with a child 
had under all the right conditions and everything. 

And, most importantly, can you feel all the pain, 
retardation or whatever you're there for, from the inside 
of whatever hole you're inclined to stuff? 

Can you see it in your lover's eyes? 

You know, just before you pop a load of thick piss- 
colored cum into their slack fuck maws, you can drift away 
and prétend that all the physical sensations you long for 
when masturbating is nowhere near as important as your 
emotional involvement, your coupling, your transcendence 
and committment....'cause, goddammit, a hole is a hole. A 
bucket is a bucket. In the long run, big deal, if she uses 
her tongue or her hand or the inside of her cheeks. 
Something makes them special and it sure isn't that she 
just works your dick better than your wife, girlfriend or 
favorite faggot. 

Please ...oh please, please, please let this pathetic 
beast crawl back to her roach infested shit hole and jack 
up with the twenty bucks I gave her. Let her pimp beat the 
fuck out of her and torture her with cigarettes and car 
flares and windex. Make her need three days of drug bliss 


R and R just to forget her parents and friends and abortion 


and laziness and slow brain damage. 

What makes whore flesh special? 

Define fun for the class will you? 

What makes you risk arrest and AIDS and robbery? 

And what makes Arthur Shawcross strangle them? And 
mutilate only a few? 

And why don't you -instead of just reading about it? 

And leave your poor sister alone. 

THE DIARY OF JACK THE RIPPER has a whole story behind 
it. A brand new history and theory for everyone to talk 
about and try to figure out. A new mysterious figure out 
from the shadows with a big fucking neon sign around his 
neck blinking out motivation and addiction and weakness and 
dysfunction. 

And it's all very interesting, really. The diary is 
‘supposed to be written by James Maybrick, a Liverpool 
cotton merchant high on arsenic and obsessed with his 
wife's infidelity. A team of "ripperologists" are ready to 


and released while the 
arrest, nevermind the 
trial, is still in 
process or books 

simply culled from 
newspaper clippings 

and previously 
published accounts- are 
designed to only figure 
on those cases 
spectacular enough to 
warrant another more 
lustful look, it is 
strikingly odd that a 
book on someone as 
mundane as Katie Beers 
exists at all. 

To cite the copy for 
these books as 
hyperbolic and sleazy 
would be trite. To 
suggest that the appeal 
of a story such as this 
lies in the public 
not really knowing what 
they're buying is 
obvious. So the 
question before us is: 
Is there anything in 
these books to sustain 
an interest that has 
already digested every 
newspaper and magazine 
article available? 
Leave the public to the 
public; what does the 
fan club get? 

Not much from Maria 
Eftiades. Her problem 
(aside from those 
already listed) is that 
she seems to be 
confused as to what 
she's actually dealing 
with. Like some stupid 


argue over every detail -except whether or not knife fucking woman with a nice 


trollops is an acceptable manifestation of revenge. 

There's so many Jack The Ripper books. 
Pick your favorite one and treat it as a parlor game. Put 
music to it and pretend you're creating something deep and 
meaningful. Keep it warm and to yourself. 

Maybrick is an interesting character. An entertaining 
fiction or speculation. A fun guess and fancy. Like Patrick 
Bateman. Or a Dennis Cooper fetish. Better than anything 
Andrew Vachss is involved with, certainly. 

And there's an extra kick with Jack. To help all you 
with stingy imaginations or firmly rooted feet, there's 
autopsy photos and reports of probably the best use of 
whore flesh ever. Jack got more bang for the buck than 


tight dress and all the 


So many theories.correct make-up and 


hair spray but, 
unfortunately, the 
wrong dark alley. 
Katie Beers is quite 
possibly one story that 
should never have been 
written. There's the 
nice sucker punch of a 
ten year old girl 
abducted by a family 
friend and held in a 


The new cds and books and fantasies and if those fucking cocksuckers only knew... 

Right now, you can't afford a trip to Thailand. Let's say you're poor or 
you're concerned about AIDS or worried that your mother might find out you 
masturbate. Maybe you're bored with rented silicone tits and gym class shower 
hard-ons. 

Right now, your hand knows exactly what you want. Right now, you're certain 
that any flesh mound on the end of your prick can't be as good as that image of 
that degraded junkie whore you know slithers around somewhere. Or just a small 
child -without all the blood and clues and guilt and sweat. Or the hammer, the 
razor blade, a shit-caked dildo and teeth marks. A bigger dick. Fatter ass. 

Slant eyes. Nigger lips. Firmer tits. Flatter stomach and she swallowed every drop. 

Don't look to the current issue of SPIN. THAILAND: WE FREE A SEX SLAVE shouts 
fat red letters above the logo and Eddie Vedders' phony concern. WE turns out to 
be a writer named William T. Vollman, his wife and a photographer. Pretending that 
what he wants to do is rescue one (ONE!) little girl from her imprisonment in a 
Thai brothel, William T. takes us along for the article you could write first 
thing in the morning after watching Johnny Quest cartoons. 

William T. is Alan Alda with a faggy armchair taste for Cint Eastwood and 
Hunter S. Thompson. William T. makes the fatal mistake of wanting to convince 
others of his dedication, his daring and his altruism. Of course, he knows about 
these Thai sex shops. And these child-slaves. And he wants one. Fucking bad. 

And he wants to take his wife along. And he wants to tell you about how they 
found the girl and helped her get away. And you can bet his balls are bluer than 
the bored readers'. . 

If you want child prostitutes in slavery, perhaps you should look to LET THE 
GOOD TIMES ROLL. Though it doesn't focus entirely on little children, the slow, 
grinding human entropy of used and discarded women should fit the bill for those 
tastes adequately. Divided into three primary sections about prostitution around 
U.S. Military bases in The Philippines, Korea and Okinawa, the authors give the 
girls from the sex trade free reign to rant on uninterrupted. Most of the girls' 
time is spent on the extreme poverty of their lives and the numbing lack of 
education. Most of the readers' time, then, is spent back home in the shanties 
and garbage pile villages, rather than the brothels and fuck-bars. But it's not 
wasted time. You can't get what these girls offer with your drink, pidgin english 
and tight pussy. Saundra Pollock Sturdevant and Brenda Stoltzfus have done their 
best to convince the reader that these girls are so much more than just fucked 
and fucked and fucked hot holes. Talk about value for money -the authors won't be 
done ‘til everyone's happy: For the truly jaded they offer twenty fucks a night 
flesh beds. There's The Three Hole. There's blow job vomit rags. Homemade 
abortions. Drunken beatings and heroin and robbery and falling in love. 

And there's photos. The authors’ favorite caption is "Women at work, men at 
play". But, perhaps unfortunately, the photog wasn't allowed enough access to the 
actual sport. The poverty, ugliness, desperation, the uselessness of Western 
values and inveterate disinterest of men everywhere is all still there, however. 

Aside from some lengthy feminist soapboxing about men controlling women's 
bodies vis a vis their mindless lust, gross insensitivity and stinking, fucking 
world economy, this three hundred and forty page paean to that great cock that 
stretches across the earth slowly suffocating every Third World rice farmer and 
his wide-eyed, heroin addicted daughter with everything from AIDS to nuclear war; 
offers even the most hard to please John quite a good time for twenty-five bucks. 

Maybe it all comes down to value. 

‘Cause some things are cheap as dirt. 
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and regularly gets to assault us with misguided, misunder- ten) in St. Louis in 


stood pop-psychology about the true nature of violently a real tear-jerking 
confused soüls. Fair enough. Everyone's got to have a job. morning starter. 
And once you know that Joel Norris works for the defense as Linda fucking 


psychologist, the reader -like the prosecution, Judge and Rondstat, Winona 

Jury- knows exactly shat Norris is going to say before he fucking Ryder and that 

opens his gump. bleeding hippie beast 
Shawcross lies. Constantly. And his lies, particularly have assured that 

about Vietnam, are immensely entertaining. His lies about you'll know every 


the whores he fucked and dumped are less so. And they're detail about the little 
especially tedious when they're treated as truth. girl's last nightmare 
The good doctor Norris comes up with a term "pathologica just as soon as her 
fantastica" whereby he explains that as Shawcross' lies parents do, 50 chances 
are real to him, the law and medical teams involved with for a warts n' all 
Arthur should be treating his self-aggrandizing words with biography are not 60 
far greater importance: good. However, chances 


"If they (the fantasies) are real to the killer, they for soft focus 
must have some reality for his unterviewers, because the valentines in the form 


killer is often acting on his fantasies as if they are of made for TV time- 
real." : wasters for your mom 
Norris comes up with the usual crap: post traumatic and family and friend 
stress disorder. Norris quotes the bio-chemical problems autobiographies 
with Shawcross as simple fact (whereas Olsen gave the designed to help KEEP 
doctor room to explain the possibilities of it being total YOUR CHILD SAFE are 
miscalculation) and even suggests lead poisoning. Social guaranteed. 
factors, neurological disease, all the rest are what Dr. On the other hand, 
Joel needs to come ap with for a paycheck. The book is what while we're on the 
he needs to assure he's asked back the next time. subject of ten year 
And certainly, the pedophiles and child abuse fans old innocents, you may 
among you will be very disappointed at the extreme lack of want to keep your eyes 
attention that Dr. Joel dedicates to the early child peeled for the 
murders Shawcross committed. Olsen, you'll be glad to know, onslaught of books due 
uses the killings as a meaty backbone to his book and ' to appear ín Britain 
offers the lion's share to the mothers and their very any day now that Bobby 
special personalities and situations. Thompson and Jon 
For that extra oomph. Venables have been 
For that full picture. sentenced. | 
For that been there feeling. In fact, a first book 
There's reasons for everything. EVERY MOTHER'S NIGHT- 


MARE by Mark Thomas 
has already been 
announced. 

Thompson and Venables 
are, of course, the two 
ten year old boys who 
murdered a two year old 
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DECEMBER unas for a two and a half 
mile walk until finally 
bashing him to death 
with bricks and a 
twenty-two lb. railroad 
tie. 

James's uncle yelled 
"HOW DO YOU FEEL NOW 


Open. 
. YOU LITTLE BASTARDS" 
T " 
So, until you grow up, you have to settle for proxy at the two boys. The 


The safety of your mom's bed. The flashlight in the closet. DAILY STAR used it as 
their headline the 
next day. 


LET THE GOOD TIMES ROLL 
Saundra Pollock Sturdevant & 
Brenda Stoltzfus 

(The New Press) 


Sooner or later, it all comes down to money. The great 
equalizer, the evil demon capitalism. You know your tastes 
would be so much wider if you had more disposable income. 
Your interests all that more deeper, your exposure and 
access greater and growing more and more refined. Selective 
but educated. Learned, sated and available. Sure. Sensible. 


anyone in recent memory and, in the end, that's what makes 
whoever committed those crimes worthy of attention. 

Both the book and video offer the photos and details 
you already know and love. The crimes are spectacularly 
brutal -even to this day and thus, the idea of a group of 
professional whatnots sitting around a table ruminating 
over who could possibly eat a uterus and in what manner 
holds a certain salient, albeit comical, fascination. To 
that, the vídeo also adds some cheezy recreations of the 
attacks that, when juxtaposed with the gory black and 
white cop shots, seems at best tacky, at worst very funny. 

Martin Fido is the author of the newly réleased 
CHRONICLE OF CRIME (Carrol & Graf) as well as THE CRIMES,. 
DETECTION AND DEATH OF JACK THE RIPPER (Weidenfeld & 
Niolson) and co-author of THE JACK THE RIPPER A-Z 
(Headline). He turns up all over the ripper video and has 
just published his thoughts on the diary in the latest 
issue of REAL CRIME BOOK DIGEST (¥61.1, no.5). 

But it's Martin's newest foray into ripper territory 
that separates him from the rest of the students of whore- 


dom. He is the author and narrator behind the TRUE CRIME 
CASSETTE SERIES, volume one of which is all about Peter 
Sutcliffe. 


At the risk of sounding very lonely indeed, one can 
only accept that these types of casséttes exist for those 
with enough time (spare or otherwise) for them. 

Fido recounts the crimes of another one of the great 
whore fellers in loving detail. But aside from some 
personal recollections of Leeds and other areas where 
Sutcliffe did his trash collecting, Fido adds nothing new. 
He condenses the available information, focuses on the 
actual beatings and murders and serves it up like an old 
fashioned Christmas dinner. 

And while it's slightly disquieting to see material 
such as this dragged down to train-spotting, true-crime 
baseball card collecting ephemera, it's actually nice to 
see that moral line between outrage and entertainment made 
just a little blurrier. Fido's haughty delivery and 
children's story intonations provide slight relief: "D'ya 
fancy it?" is drawled with smarmy aplomb while "just this 
side of a gorilla" is delivered with as much hawker 
professionalism ae righteous indignation. 

Of course, Sutcliffe didn't only nail prostitutes. And 
Fido is sure to note the distinction. He reminds us that 
the cops, newspapers and locals knew the difference as 
well. 

Thankfully, Fido doesn't feel the need to contemplate 
Sutcliffe's "madness". His wife cheated on him. And his 
mother. And then there's these voices... 

And Arthur Shawcross strangled at least eleven of the 
poor unfortunates for hire because of some chemical in his 
body. And 'cause of Vietnam. And his rejections at school. 
And his Mom. And his Sister. And an Aunt. 

And Joel Rifkin was an adopted nerd who was picked on 
at school. 

And whores are just fucking unlucky. 

Rifkin collected newsclippings on Shawcross. He also 
owned a book on The Green River Killer, but it's Shawcross 


dungeon for seventeen 
days. And there's the 
slumming reflex fed on 
the white trash history 
of Katie's obese mother 
and ugly garage 
dwelling family. But 
before you even picked 
up the book you knew 
that Katie was released 
by her captor virtually 
unharmed -except for 
some fondling and 

maybe a finger fuck and 
the obligatory but 
tired psychological 
trauma. And that her 
dungeon, along with 
it's dog collar and 
chain, also contained 
cable TV and an outside 
video monitor. 

So Maria just writes 
soup kitchen style. No 
spice, no taste, no 
extra mommy's love in 
the mix. 

While Arthur Herzog's 
SEVENTEEN DAYS: THE 
KATIE BEERS STORY is 
a whole 'nother 
animal. Arthur is, in 
some respects, even 
worse than Maria. He 
seems to have had the 
cooperation of one of 
Katie's extended family 
and thus provides a 
somewhat hedged version 
of the turmoil and 
dysfunction that 
defined Katie's pre- 
fame days. Where Maria 
likes to remind her 
audience, whenever 
possible, of Katie's 
extreme lack of proper 
care on all sides, 
Arthur tends to dump it 
all on Katie's mom. 

And backwoods giggles 
provided by Katie's 
"aunt" Linda and her 
husband (who was 
charged with sexually 
molesting Katie) should 
not be brushed away 60 
lightly. 


who, according to Maria Eftimiades' potboiler about Rifkin: 
GARDEN OF GRAVES, gets the blame of inspiration. 

Arthur Shawcross started strangling whores shortly 
after his release from jail, having served time for killing 
two small children. He mutilated some of his victims. He 
ate parts of some. He choked them with his hands, his cock 
and even mud and leaves. 

Rifkin's body count is presently eighteen. 
them with hís hands. 

And that's all you really get to know right now. About 
Rifkin's crimes that is. 

Maria Eftimiades' biography on Rifkin is exactly the 
kind of book you'd expect on a serial killer who hasn't 
been convicted yet. Frustratingly short on concrete details 
and high on moral finger pointing with typical tablóid 
attention paid to victims' families, GARDEN OF GRAVES is a 
rushed PEOPLE paperback designed to be read in the bathroom, 
train or wherever else one turns off half their brain. 

What's most frustrating about GARDEN OF GRAVES is, 
given the very nature of the work (essentially a padded 
collection of court gazing and family hounding) the 
possibilities for a real ugly feast are all there. It's 
more often than not that interviews with the bereaved make 
a book greater than it's usually boring white trash 


He strangled 


subject. Jack Olsen's book on Shawcross is a good example 
of such a successful design. Maria Eftimiades' mistake is 
not. 


Because Maria seems excessively lazy. First off, 
there's the details -or lack thereof, Rifkin picked up 
cunts and strangled them. No fucking, torture, abuse and 
only the slightest hint at struggle. But that is possibly 
Rifkin's fault not Eftimiades. So, it'& down to her to pick 
up the trail and tell us about the hookers and their 
wretched existences, But it seems Maria can't really be 
bothered. She uses the formula but only if she doesn't have 
to dig too deep. Or walk too far. One quickly suspects that 


But Herzog puts a 
unique little spin on 
the whole affair that 
succeeds in raising 
the book above the 
simply transient. 
Herzog seems dedicated 
to fit Katie back in 
that box and keep her 
there for all the 
possibilities a 
desperate but polite 
mind can dream up. 

Arthur Herzog is an 
obnoxiously bad writer. 
Bad in the sense that 
he even insults you. 
He lists the shows that 
Katie could have 
watched for almost 
every day she was held 
captive and then makes 
a Smelly little remark 
about their supposed 
irony: 

"She could have 
watched *Coming Up 
Roses' (if only she 
could sprout) and 
'Jeopardy!' (boy, was 
she in it)." 

Which is irritating 
but also charming in 
the way he seems to 
want to keep the focus 
on Katie's continually 


the reason Maria constantly mentione the pushy intrusiveness pained mind set for 


and insensitive crudity of the press as they circle the 
relatives of the dead meat is due to her rotten place in 
line. She views the circus from way at the back. And then 
walks in behind everyone else. 

The better part of the large print paperback is devoted 
to the tales of the hookers and their motheré' attempts to 
save them-from:themselves. And they walk all over Maria as 
she listens to their tearfulness: 

"Ha did not kill seventeen prostitutes -he killed 

seventeen daughters. Some of them were mothers. They 
have sisters and brothers. And they left a lot of 
people behind suffering and missing them. There is a 
story behind every one of them." 

And: 

“We have to show that these girls have families, that 
they have families who love them and miss them. He is a 
monster. He is a sadist. If I had a chance, I would kill 
him myself." 

Maria listens like Oprah. 

She explains why these wrecks ended up on the street. 

She never questions the mothers about their own failings or 
disinterest. Maria never looks for details or corroboration. 


the entire seventeen 
days. But, as if 
insulting your 
intelligence with 
little game-show double 
entendres wasn't 
enough, Herzog really 
digs in when he lets 
you know you don't 
even have any 
imagination. So it 
becomes Herzog's tastes 
and not your own that 
become the real focus 
of the book. Herzog 
knows why you picked 
this book up. And he 
cares enough about your 
pleasure, almost as if 
you met him at a 
pedophile's anonymous 
meeting and he figured 


She understands the big bad world today and the mothers, of 
course, were mortified and distraught over their daughters' 
hideous plight. But they were helpless, Every move to help 
was thwarted by powers greater than their pristine rearing 
technique and love philosophies. The mothers, according to 
themselves and their Maria, are crushed by anguish. They're 
even anguished enough to follow Joel Rifkin to court and 
scream at him. Pity then, they didn't feel the same 
compunction to follow their daughters around late at night. 
Or into the crack houses they trolled through. What about 
tough love? What about the crack babies they were shitting 
out? What about the warm glow of the footlights? 

The worst thing about Maria's book is not all this 
though. Some of you might well enjoy the fact that beneath 
every worried mother's moan lies emptiness and falsehood. 
And maybe Maria propping up floral tragedies in such a way 
provides a sleazy tweak -maybe the mothers really are that 
stupid and weak and incompetent. And maybe there's hope for 
all of us with an extra twenty dollars and an empty 
passenger seat. 

You can only close your eyes and hope. 

Maria looks worse in company. 

MISBEGOTTEN SON by Jack Olsen is as good as GARDEN OF 
GRAVES is shit. Olsen spends even more time with a pair of 
ex-mothers. He also dedicates a considerable amount of time 
to a hooker that knew Shawcross and, more importantly, the 
life he hunted. Olsen's picture of the crimes, the 
criminal, the cops, families and circumstances appears to 
be, if not accurate, at least immensely convincing and 
trustworthy. He delivers well-researched scenes and views 
by talking to everyone that matters. And without letting 
Shaweross rant and rave and distract. 

Jack Olsen lets the mother's bile spill and slide where 
it may. He neither editorializes or.shrinks from exposing 
what other authors, in the interest of good taste or pity, 
might edit or over-rationalize. 

One possible fault is that Olsen lets the trial slip by 
a8 he focuses on a Dr. Kraus and his odd and questionable 
diagnosis of Shawcross' unique bio-chemical make up. But as 
the trial is usually the most tedious part of true crime 
books, this may be a blessing in disguise. And, as it is, 
Dr. Kraus is allowed to sum up the Shawcross case perfectly: 

"I keep thinking, what a pathetic story. Jack Blake 

and the cinders in the soles of his feet. Karen Ann Hill 
and her rabbit. So many victims brought together by 
illness: the prostitutes, some with mental problems, some 
with AIDS, working the street for pimps and habits. And 
they all converged in a gray little plexus of misery and 
unhappiness, illness, poverty, addiction, despair. 

"So it's a story of many things, but isn't it mostly 

just sad?" 

It is testament to Jack Olsen (more than Arthur 
Shaweross) that he's able to marry all these elements 
together in a lucid and panoramic chain of bloody portraits. 

Dr. Joel Norris' cheap paperback on Shawcross is vastly 
different -showing, more than anything else, the huge gap 
between knowing and pretending to know your field and 
subject. Of late, Norris has come to be accepted as The 
expert on serial murder by talk show and tabloid circuits 


you could trade photos 
and addresses with him. 

Maybe it's best that 
Herzog doesn't have the 
entire story. The real 
details. Or maybe he 
does and they're just 
not good enough. He 
peppers every chapter 
with a frustrating 
cache of maybes: 

"He must have...." 
"He might have told 
her..,." 
“Katie must've 
gasped when..,." 
There's even a "He 
carried or pulled her 
....", But it's these 
could've, would'ves 
that read like 
should'ves. They pay 
off the garish promises 
made by the headlines: 
"John Esposito 
hadn't shown her his 
penis head but he 
loved her so he 
touched her. vagina, 
though she may have 
tried to slap his 
hand." 

There's a big 
difference between the 
two paperbacks. Both 
tell you that Katie 
was called Dirty Katie 
and The Cockroach Kid 
but only one talks 
about her mother's 
bra size. 


To go along with her 
star-studded funeral 
service, PEOPLE cover 
story and her father's 
appearance on The Larry 
King Show, the late 
Polly Klaas can expect 
a deluge of books and 
videos to her honor 
any day now, Oprah 
Winfrey has even had 
the good taste to tie 
the twelve year old's 
abduction, possible 
rape and murder to the 
deaths of two little 
girls (ages nine and 
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EVERY MOTHER'S NIGHTMARE Maybe you can't 
Mark Thomas fault Gacy. Not like 
(Pan) you can the geeks who 
write him. Sixteen 
THE SLEEP OF REASON years of a jailcell 
David James Smith 'til you die could 
(Century) KP certainly be one of 
the best excuses for 
RE-EXAMINING THE EVIDENCE (2/6/94) writing to every 
APPROACHING THE TRUTH (2/13/94) moron you can. 
Gitta Sereny Especially, if you're 
(The Sunday Review, The Independent On Sunday) going to try and 
convince every one of 
THE POST MORTEM HAD SHOWN THAT JAMES HAD DIED FROM them that you're 


SEVERE HEAD INJURIES. THERE WERE MULTIPLE FRACTURES OF THE innocent. Under the 
SKULL, CAUSED BY A SERIES OF BLOWS WITH HEAVY BLUNT OBJECTS. circumstances, what 
DEATH HAD OCCURRED SOME TIME AFTER THE INJURIES WERE .else have you got to 
INFLICTED, BUT BEFORE THE TRAIN HAD SEVERED THE BODY. do? 
THERE WERE WOUNDS ALL OVER THE FACE AND HEAD; MORE THAN Of course, it would 
20 SEPARATE BRUISES, SCRATCHES, ABRASIONS AND LACERATIONS. be nice if Gacy would 
A PATTERNED BRUISE ON THE RIGHT CHEEK SUGGESTED A BLOW FROM just come clean in 
A SHOE. THE LOWER LIP HAD BEEN PARTLY PULLED AWAY FROM THE the end. Tell what got 
JAW, PERHAPS BY A BLOW OR A KICK. | him off and how he'd 
THERE WERE BRUISES, AND SOME CUTS, AROUND THE BODY, ON love to do it again. 
THE SHOULDERS, CHEST, ARMS AND LEGS. THERE WAS NO CONCLUSIVE And drop all the god 
EVIDENCE OF ANY SEXUAL ASSAULT, BUT THERE WAS A SMALL AREA bullshit and what 
OF HAEMORRHAGING IN THE PELVIS, NEAR THE RECTUM, AND THE else was he going to 
FORESKIN APPEARED 'ABNORMAL'; IT SEEMED TO HAVE BEEN PARTLY do with his freetime? 
PULLED BACK. THERE WERE LINEAR ABRASIONS ACROSS THE BUTTOCKS,I fucked and murdered 
BUT THESE MIGHT HAVE BEEN CAUSED BY THE BODY BEING DRAGGED. thirty-three young 
-David James Smith, THE SLEEP OF REASON. boys and men just 


. et H 

After awhile it's so tight down there you can't even RE LIN 
breathe. The pressure on your shoulders presses the pressure 4. and bed for mere 
inside your head and back behind your eyes. : Site iiu. ene Y. 

And thatdumbnigger that leans across the table and looks Pent when. I panacea 
you in the face knew every button to push and checked off shitzcovered dildo 
every blank in his book before you even sat down. inctheir assholes and 

Thatdumbnigger is going to tell you how he does his job. the way they burned 
What it means to him, his family and the society he cares SO hen I beat the fuck 
much about. And especially to the kids here in these out of theme I liked 
pictures. Responsibility he mumbles. to cum dn wat bloody 

And you're thinking he's as much a pervert as you. He's mouths and I really 
a bigger pervert than you. Everyday he's poring through like it when I see 
pages and pages of little tiny tight mouths crammed to the their fat mothers BH 
edges of their skinny stretched porcelain faces with thick TV ervina about how 
hard cock and screaming tear streaked babies on the naked dell au weren't 
laps of fatty Danes and bent pale faggots. Chubby Mexican 


reus. raid : : queer. They were when 
boys smiling and pointing and bewildered. Laughing blonde they died, cunt. 


cuties sitting spreadeagled on a cheap couch somewhere. But the chances are 
But you knew that before. And it did you no good. slim. 
Hanging the similarities and differences between your tastes Mavbe, then, you car 


on hypocrisy, desperation, moralism, denial, gay liberation, 
domineering mothers or simple genetics and lack of brain 
cells is as sad as it is safe, convenient ‘and isolated. 

. Anotherdumbnigger wants you to know he won't tell anyone 
if the detectives that handcuffed you wrong were to knock 
you down that flight of stairs. 

Yetanotherdumbnigger pats you down and, loudly, wants to 
know if you got any more of those kiddie pictures on you. 

The truth isn't down to degree. 

Or luck. 

Or sense. 

The fat guy that wants to suck your dick. The one that 
wants to be pissed on and fucked hard up his ass, the ugly 
one that wants to rim and taste your shit. Whose ruddy 
complexion, acne scarred and bloated over fed beer face 
wants to be smeared with spit-wet cock and sweaty pubic hair 
stink. He wants his bulging hanging flab slapped and a heavy 
leather boot stomped on his back and his cotton mouth filled 
with clammy drops and spurts of thick piss soaked cum. He 
wants cigarettes burned out in his ass and the biggest, 
thickest fist he can find fucking jammed all the way up to 
his throat. 

And he'll return the favor motherfucker. 

You want to suck this here stubby fat cock, you want to 
suck and swallow some greasy ass juice and runny shit cum? 
You want me to punch your face in fag, you want to bend over 
and grab your ankles while I yank these hanging balls 
Straight out of your sac? 

This desperate fat queen's been around too long. His 
wife doesn't care more than she doesn't know and all his cop 
buddies understand but not to each other. Too long on the 
wrong side of the glory hole only lasts so long before these 
rutting pigs want more than pretend. 

Chased the motherfucker through sixteen fucking yards. 
Motherfucker hit right in the face. Motherfucker's got a 
cock like a fucking horse. 

You gimme six feet boy. You stay right over there and 
make sure I can hear your answers.. I don't want no chiid 
abusing motherfucker up by my desk, you understand me? 
What's your full name and spell it. 

Lotsmoredumbniggers wanna get their hands on you. 

Lotsmoredumbniggers hope you make it to their section. 

Lotsmoredumbniggers line up and follow suit. They open 
their yellowy cataract eyes and get right behind the other 
thick monkey stereotype. Drool some shit, tuck it in and 
head back home to their dirty fuck hole pit. 

Dad's liking mom less and less these days. She' S let 
herself plump out. Huge matted blue and brown varicose 
‘veins snarl their way up her meaty calves and wiry black 
hair sticks out all over her ankles and toes. And her arm 
pits, her fatty wobbly belly and her flat wrinkled old 
nipples. She sags and burps and farts and laughs right up 
his spine. 

But dad knows how to stay fair. Christ sake, I'm no 
winner either, he thinks and smuggles a PENTHOUSE into the 
bathroom. Pays his cable bill. The video is nice when he 
gets a quiet evening and there's always Lake Street and 
Cicero -which he immediately regrets every time and swears 
he'll never be back again. 

He keeps it in check. Tries to be careful, tries to 


consider all the options and possible legal problems. She's 
a good woman and I love her -giving her AIDS or gonorrhea 


fault Gacy. If just 
for bad entertainment. 
The worst scenario 
would be if he's 
really convinced him- 
self of all the shit 
he's spewed for so 
long now. Could he 
really be no more than 
the fat jagoff he 
pretends to be? So 
full of himself that 
he'll die still trying 
to impress everyone 
just for effect? Can 
he really be such an 
average bore? 

A lengthy interview 
in THE NEW YORKER 
this month points that 
way, unfortunately. 
And another in 
EXPRESSIONS OF DREAD 
pounds the last nail 
in his coffin. 

ON HIS EXECUTION'S 
EVE, A SERIAL KILLER 
BREAKS HIS SILENCE 
promises the April 


18th New Yorker. Their 
reporter, Alec 
Wilkinson, talked to 


Gacy over six visits 
-two lasted a little 
more than an hour, 
and four for between 
five and six hours 
each. 

And Gacy is his 
usual, professional 
drip self. The same  , 
stories, excuses, 
denials and rational- 
izations. But, for 
once, the author pins 
Gacy down. Not as 
much as you'd probably 
like, but more than 
any Sycophantic art- 
collector/autograph 
hound has ever tried. 

TALKING TO GACY 
REQUIRES PATIENCE. HE 
DOESN'T LISTEN TO WHAT 
YOU SAY, AND CONSIDER 
IT, AND THEN RESPOND. 
HE MERELY DEFENDS 
HIMSELF. 

There is a perverse 
pleasure to be had in 


post-crimes Gacy. The 
usual rule for most 


Bulger, James's mother: 

JAMES STARTED TO DIE FROM THAT MOMENT WHEN THE CAMERA CAUGHT HIM IN THE 
STRAND. IT WAS TWO-AND-A-HALF HOURS OF SLOW AND TRAGIC DEATH. I COULDN'T 
WATCH. 

Smith looks directly at the sex and fumbles to pull out what Thomas missed: 

THE EXTENT TO WHICH SEXUAL ASSAULT HAD BEEN PART OF THE ATTACK, AND 
PERHAPS EVEN THE MOTIVE, WAS A DIFFICULT ISSUE. IT HAD PROBABLY TORMENTED 
JAMES'S FAMILY, BUT IF THE KILLING IS EVER TO BE EXPLAINED, IT CANNOT BE 
IGNORED OR HIDDEN AWAY. IT IS POSSIBLE THAT OTHER INJURIES, PARTICULARLY TO 
THE MOUTH, ARE INDICATORS OF SEXUAL ASSAULT. THE EXTREME REACTION OF BOTH 
BOYS TO THIS AREA OF QUESTIONING DURING THE INTERVIEWS -'THEY'RE TRYING TO 
SAY I'M A PERVERT'- IS SIGNIFICANT. IF THE BOYS DID DO THIS, IT HAD ALMOST 
CERTAINLY BEEN DONE TO THEM, OR BOTH, AT SOME STAGE IN THEIR BRIEF LIVES. 

Gitta is hard and fast. She gets a police spokesman to admit what 
Smith only speculated -that there was a tear in James's anus and the probable 
cause was Some batteries stolen by the boys at the mall and found near the 
corpse. Also, Jon's father admits that Jon finally confessed to stuffing the 
batteries in the child's mouth. She also discloses the overlooked importance 
of: 

A SMALL QUANTITY OF FAECAL MATERIAL IN THE FORM OF A STOOL WAS PRESENT 
UNDER A BRICK ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE RAIL ADJACENT TO THE BODY: BLOOD 
DRIPS WERE PRESENT ON THE OUTER ASPECT OF THE-RAIL-JUST ABOVE THE FAECES. 

e... IT COULD HAVE BEEN THAT LITTLE JAMES'S>BOWELS -HAD REACTED TO FEAR, OR 
TO THE INSERTION OF A FOREIGN OBJECT (WHICH THE-POLICE HAD: SUSPECTED ALL 
ALONG); IT COULD HAVE COME FROM THE BOYS, .OR, .OF ‘COURSE, THOUGH LESS: ‘LIKELY 
JUST IN THAT SPOT, FROM SOMEONE ELSE ALTOGETHER. :: : 

The faeces wasn't sampled. Gitta argues -that..it should have been” : 
compared to the contents of James's stomach. How willtwe know. thekilling 
wasn't just a prank that got out of hand, or an ‘unthinking mistake:of... 
frenzy; instinctual, bad seed, the never ending circle.of:child abusej:22 5i 
playtime got a little rough? Unless the. two :ten-year:olds decide: ónetdayi “2 Tt 
to make full detailed confessions,: ‘the:"mor 1d -and itS:guides; Mark-Thomas,:if. 
David James Smith and Gitta Sereny. im the: frontiüfbthérnpack, Willi never’ alt 
know for certain. And even then. Without proofzewithonttasvideo camerà ^" 21° 
buzzing away at the time of insertion or bootprint or "Come on, baby"- | 1 
how can one be expected to know the difference Between: eal sty: 'ánd-- ORE CUM 
imagination? p Ac Ac C . Ar, Pul 

Gitta wants to know what causes “unhappiness”. “David Jamesa Smith wants 


the Bulgers to "forgive me when I ining ane cates ene of. the two 


r Of 


Fine. Commendable. Good duck. vet i op: 

Everyone is looking for the trith orat éise; “ee “per zest” ‘Poke! 

One argument against child porriparaphy, | dd Hat the’ children. in: the porno 
continue to suffer by the image takint 5 arf fe “tie Téannot” ‘côntrol.. Long 
after the crime that produced Cte à Xs Heure e Criné ‘continues to 
assault and haunt that person's well- -being., Which, in the eal. world -ohe 
that expresses, the handling of résiity; one “that can Pt "be "b theresa with 
insulting small arguments constructed” by, “lazy, “prosecutors ‘ ‘and’ féminists' 
word fantasies- is not true. But in this case -€hé case of James Bulger and 
Jon Venables and Robert Thompson- it almost. -certainly is... Ov CET 

The photos that mum took of James sitting. in-his. father" 'S dap. The snaps 
of the little tykes laughing and skipping down the mall ‘walkway. The school 
shots of Jon and Robert smiling in their neat clothes and (sort of ) combed 
hair. Those images have only now started to live. And the once: throw-away 
cuteness and everyday banality becomes a tool. À wedge in someone's destroyed 
life, a razor across someone's memory. Perhaps even a life affirming symbol 
of hope and change. À mother's obsessive madness or a pervert's fetish. 

But never something as sick and thin and ugly as what a cop or a drunk 
might suspect. Or wish. It's so much more important. And real. As real as 
flesh. 


head, Gitta's next project was THE INVISIBLE CHILDREN, one 
of the most succinct exposés on child prostitution ever 
published. | 

The uniqueness and intensive reach of the Bulger murder 
is perfectly summed up, then, when Gitta opens the first 
part of her investigation: 

THE DAYS I SPENT (IN LIVERPOOL) LAST MONTH WILL REMAIN 
AMONG THE SADDEST I HAVE LIVED. BUT THOUGH JAMIE CONTINUES 
TO BE MOURNED BY THOUSANDS, I THINK THE SADNESS ONE FINDS 
IN ALMOST EVERYONE ONE SPEAKS TO THERE IS LESS NOW FOR HIS 
TERRIBLE DEATH THAN FOR THE TOTAL INEXPLICABILITY OF IT, 
WHICH THE TRIAL LAST NOVEMBER DID NOTHING TO DISPEL. THE 


"There they would 
get 'started' with 
girl to girl sex, 
alone. Verlyn was not 
going to attempt to 
introduce a novice 
girl to lesbianism 
with a half-drunk 
horny male trying to 
take control, endeav- 
oring to ram his 
spurting cock into all 


MOST IMPORTANT THING I AM REMINDED OF IN LIVERPOOL LAST MONTHsix available 
WAS THAT IN ORDER TO COME TO TERMS WITH SUCH À TRAGEDY, THEY orifices." 


NEED TO UNDERSTAND WHY IT HAPPENED. 

Ms Sereny picks up where both full-length books leave 
off and peels, plunges and spits back twice more. She is 
responsible for articulating the barbaric treatment of the 
children, due, she says, to the refusal of the authorities 
to fully investigate the backgrounds of Jon and Robert. 

CHILDREN WHO KILL ARE NOT-PRODUCED BY A CLASS, BUT BY 
UNHAPPINESS. UNHAPPINESS IN CHILDREN IS-NEVER INNATE, IT IS 
CREATED BY THE ADULTS THEY *BELONG TO's.-THERE ARE ADULTS IN 
ALL CLASSES. OF SOCIETY WHO" ARE^CIMMATURE, .CONFUSED, 
INADEQUATE OR SICK, AND, UNDER GIVEN-AND-UNFORTUNATE 
CIRCUMSTANCES, THEIR CHILDREN WİLL REFLECT, REPRODUCE AND 
OFTEN PAY FOR. THE. MISERIES OR. THE ADULTS THEY NEED AND LOVE. 
CHILDREN ARE NOT EVIL. 

She condemns the prosecution. for. .refusing the children 
therapy before the:trial,'and.also: for:only. going so far as 
matching evidence to deed.during questioning. The sexual 
details of. the;murder wexenst defined; ‘and it:is those 
details that mean everythingoinitermscof motivation and 
cause. thie n" 
She then. divise. news information ni Sue in the other 
books: The attack was definitely sexual. All three authors 
give considerable weight tọ the questioning of Jon and 
Robert. The Thomas and Smith,:books. _çome..very close to 
printing the transcripts. verbatim. You. know. that little 
James was walked. almost . -two and -à: aad f, miles ‘before he was 
killed. You know about the paint splashed in his eyes and 
about the kicks and punches and pushes. You know about his 
crying for his mum.and. about his. -pants being pulled down and 
his penis being played | With You know about the, Bricks and 
rocks thrown at_ ‘the. child - cand he . Xaiiroad, article that 
killed him and" “the | brain that sliced "he tiny, Skinny body 
into two pieces, ` 

You know autopsy, BHoEGS . fasts Crime | scene. photos and 
all the written, .Pepofts.. "And i ict d t UT ined n, oae to 
flesh those out-for you. anas: in instance, uses 
James's point of view: A 

IT IS DIFFICULT TO IMAGINE THE “EMOTTONAL STATE JAMES WAS 
IN BY THIS TIME. THE “SHEER ‘EXERTION OF A FORCED 2-MILE WALK 
THROUGH A WARREN OF BACK STREETS MUST HAVE BEEN TORTURE FOR 
HIS TINY LEGS. ADD- ‘TO THAT THE TERROR AND DISTRESS OF BEING 
LOST, AWAY FROM HIS: MOTHER AND ENCOUNTERING FOR THE FIRST 
TIME IN HIS LIFE TWO OLDER CHILDREN WHO TURNED OUT TO BE 
ANYTHING BUT FRIENDLY AND PROTECTIVE. HOW HE MUST HAVE 
LONGED FOR ONE FAMILIAR FACE, FOR SOMEONE, ANYONE, TO END 


HIS LIVING NIGHTMARE AND TAKE HIM BACK TO THE WARMTH AND 


SECURITY OF HIS FAMILY. 
In another,he employs Ray Mathews, Sróther of Denise 


am NEU ic EN S ud. 


Along the 
tells about 
differences 
Ken Bianchi and Angelo 
Buono and, not 
surprisingly, blames 
the murders solely on 
Ken. He never mentions 
the incredible 
difference between the 
stranglings in LA 
(where Angelo lived) 
and in Bellingham 
(where Ken was alone). 
He also provides a 
photo of Verlyn and 
her Hollywood tits, 
which is a nice 
touch, considering... 


way, Clark 
the 


between 


The latest issue of 
NECRONOMICON may 


.appeal to those 


interested in very 
cheap kicks. This 
horror and gore 'zine 
has dedicated most of 
its fourth issue to 
"Serial killer films" 
Its real worth may be 
aS a comprehensive 
collection of titles 
rather than as an 
incisive overview. 

It touches on a few 
obscure titles but 
seems to spend most of 
its time on the old 
favorites like the . 
silly HENRY -PORTRAIT 
OF A SERIAL KILLER 
and the farcical 


SILENCE OF THE LAMBS. 
The focus seems to be 


more genre than taste 
(which means no SALO, 
IN À GLASS CAGE, etc.) 
and is, therefore, 
nice but ephemeral. 


or crabs even- I'd hate it more for her than me. An arrest 
would kill her. : 

And lord knows a minute after I jerk off, I'm not 
interested anymore. I mean, if I get off that way then 
what's the point of risking all the embarrassment and 
problems and pain and hate. 

What is this infernal lust after flesh -the real thing? 
The colored dots on TV and in magazines should always be 
enough. Some smelly-breath'd crack pig with a body uglier 
than my wife's, a gross toothy zit cunt shaking her watery 
bags behind glass, a drunk temp with crows feet in the hard 
light and a half-filled bottle of VO that'd be of more use 
jammed in her shitted bloody asshole. Tampons. 

Remember that cunt that blew you in your front seat when 
you were a teenager. Remember feeling her warm firm tits 
and being pushed away when you tried to dig at her sweaty 
bush. How you put her hand on your blue-jeaned hard-on and 
when she pulled it away, but didn't yell, you knew it, man, 
you were gonna get laid. And, for whatever reason, she 
thought a blow job was more acceptable than a full fuck. 

But it only happens in moments now. It's not all the 
time -but, oddly, it is those moments that seem most 
important now. That seem worth living, that seem more vivid 
and real; that seem less trial and struggle and more honest. 

And it just doesn't matter. 

It really doesn't. 

Until you're stuck getting your seven year old son ready 
for bed 'cause your wife is doing anything else but. And as 
he keeps running around the bathroom with his tiny penis 
wiggling up and down and you just.don't think. And he 
giggled and cried and yelled and you stuffed, licked, sucked 
and started to beat. In a frenzy, your fists and feet 
pounding the little skinny boned body and bright cut scream- 
ing tears and wet and run and slip and squirm and rolled up 
into a vulnerable, fragile breaking ball. 

And there's another guy -a well versed fag who's more 
than happy reading his copies of LOVING BOYS VOLUME ONE and 
TWO. He bought them over the counter at his local queer shop 
and they're quite wonderful. Published by Global Academic 
and written by Dr. Edward Brongersma ("one of Holland's most 
distinguished jurists"), the author makes a fine distinction 
between Paedophiles and Pseudo-paedophiles. He also 
discusses such relevant topics as SEX IN SURRENDER TO THE 
FORCES OF NATURE (volume one), ETHICS FOR BOY-LOVERS and THE 
EFFECTS OF SEXUAL REPRESSION (both volume two). This guy 
files his dog-eared copies with its "nearly 200 examples of 
man-boy sexual behavior taken from published sources and 
private correspondence" right up there with PAEDOPHILIA -THE 
RADICAL CASE by Tom O'Carrol (Alyson), THE CHILD-LOVERS by 
Glenn D. Wilson and David N. Cox (Peter Owen), FOR MONEY OR 
LOVE -BOY PROSTITUTION IN AMERICA by Robin Lloyd (Vanguard) 
and GANYMEDE IN THE RENAISSANCE by James M. Saslow (Yale). 

And lately he's taken to hanging out at the Schoolyard 
near his house. He sits and reads a paper and watches the 
boys at play. Nothing more. A11 he needs to do is watch a 
fresh smiling face -the kind that would make your mother 
moan- and gage the age. Then it's back home to his words and 
memories. And his Vachss books. And some Richard Hammilton 
and Sally Mann. 

And there's Jack O'Malley. A "Chicago based special 
agent investigating child pornography for the U.S. Customs 
Service". In a Chicago Tribune interview some years ago, he 


true crime aficionado 
is a healthy distrust 
for most authors of 
the genre. An acumen 
is developed whereby 
one sifts through the 
information and does 
away with the silly 
moralism, pathetic 
psychobabble and 
lionizing of any 
victim anywhere. It's 
odd, then, with Gacy 
one finds oneself 
immediately siding 
with (and trusting) 
the author. 

Mr. Wilkinson puts 
up an admirable fight. 
Though he continually 
thinks of things he 
should have said, or 
was going to say, he 
still confronts Gacy 
as much as possible, 
even stating: I DIDN'T 
MEAN TO ARGUE WITH 
GACY, BUT I DIDN'T 
SEEM ABLE NOT TO. 

and: 

THAT'S CRAZY, JOHN. 
THAT'S THE CRAZIEST 
THING I EVER HEARD. 
THAT'S A LUNATIC IDEA. 
DO YOU UNDERSTAND THE 
PROBABILITY OF SOME- 
THING LIKE THAT 
HAPPENING? : 

Even more amazing, 
is that Wilkinson was 
able to drag something 
new out of the old 
fat dying dog. He 
peeks through Gacy's 
infamous "Victims 
Research" folder 
(“larger than the 


Manhattan telephone 
book") and describes 


it such a way as to 
make it sound more 
like extreme fetishism 
than silly detective/ 
rationalization 
garbage. Talking about 
some of the photos in 
the book, including 
color snaps of some of 
the victims' gaves, 
Gacy says: 

WE KNOW WHERE THEY 
LIVED AND WE KNOW 


told of one of his cases: 


USUALLY WHEN YOU SEE THESE TYPE OF PICTURES, THE 


PORNOGRAPHERS MAKE SURE THE CHILDREN ARE SMILING. THAT WAY A 


PEDOPHILE CAN SHOW THE PICTURES TO ANOTHER CHILD AND 


CONVINCE HIM TO DO THIS SORT OF STUFF. BUT THE KIDS IN THESE 


PICTURES AREN'T SMILING. 
DEAL OF PAIN. 

And when he testified before the Senate's Permanent Sub- 
committee on Investigations, Mr. O'Malley was asked to 
describe the sort of stuff he worked with: 

EACH MAGAZINE IS SOMEWHAT DIFFERENT IN THE SUBJECT 
MATTER PORTRAYED, BUT IT'S SAFE TO SAY YOU'LL FIND SEXUAL 
INTERCOURSE BETWEEN ADULTS -ADULT MALES, PRIMARILY -AND 
SMALL GIRLS. 

He guessed that some of the children were as young as 
eighteen months old, the Chicago Sun-Times reported. 

And in ENSLAVED by Gordan Thomas, a book published in 
1991 by Pharos on “the chilling modern-day story of 
abduction and abuse in the global trafficking of men, women 
and children", O'Malley is again quoted during a lecture: 

WHEN THINGS ARE MOVING ALONG NICELY, THE AGENT WILL 
BEGIN TO REQUEST THE REAL HORROR STUFF. BABIES BEING 
VIOLATED. LITTLE GIRLS BEING RAPED. LITTLE BOYS BEING 
SODOMIZED. THAT SORT OF STUFF REMOVES ANY WORRIES AN AGENT, 
OR I, HAVE ABOUT GOING TO THE VERY EDGE OF THE LAW TO GET 
THOSE SUPPLYING IT. THE SORT OF FILTH WHICH IS LITERALLY 
SICKENING TO SEE. STRONG-STOMACHED AGENTS HAVE THROWN UP 
AFTER VIEWING SOME OF THAT MATERIAL. WHEN THOSE LIBERAL 
LAWYERS YELL 'ENTRAPMENT', THEY SHOULD TAKE A LOOK AT WHAT 
HAS BEEN TRAPPED. 

The difference isn't in what you can get or how much of 
it. Or how close you are. . 

It's how it fills your’ day. 

It's what you take home and live with when you watch the 
most mundane TV show or eat a simple meal. It's all that 
runs through your perfect blood and makes your time -all 
your time- special. 

It's the photo that is on everything here. No nudity, 
no violent act, no sex or blood action -not even in focus. 
Two ten year old boys walking inside a shopping mall; one 
leading, while the one behind holds the hand of a third, 
much younger and smaller, boy. The littlest child's other 
hand is tucked neatly in the pocket of the darling parka his 
mother bought for him, Shot from above and behind by a 
foggy security cam, the image offers, at once, almost no 
information and yet more than you cán ever hope for. No 
faces, no leers or smiles or stern dedication. The shot even 
makes the youngsters appear older and taller than they were 
at the time. The natural glide; the ease of the boys and 
their symbiosis describes the entire scene -the murder, the 
lust, the media outrage, the parents' pain and the public 
fascination and distress. 

All the rest is filler. Two books and an especially 
orilliant article (separated from thousands of reports and 
opinions published almost daily for the last two years or 
so) only serve as highlighter. 

The murder of James Bulger is a spectacular crime. There 
is the actual murder, perpetrated by two very young boys 
ho normally wouldn't even be thought of as having ideas 
2qual to their actions. And it is this factor that accounts 
or so much havoc being wreaked upon their little heads -the 
inability of the public (in particular, the tabloid press 


THEY LOOK LIKE THEY'RE IN A GREAT 


WHERE THEY ARE NOW. 

The days before his 
execution (May 10th) 
should be fun. Though 
Gacy promises it 
won't: 

I'LL TELL YOU WHAT 
-I'M NOT GOING TO 
MAKE NO DAMN TED BUNDY 
LAST-MINUTE 
CONFESSIONS. NONE OF 
THAT SHIT. I'M NOT 
GOING TO PUT MY FAMILY 
THROUGH THE MEDIA 
CIRCUS. . 

A shame, really. 

For those who want 
a re-tread of Gacy's 
every excuse and self- 
aggrandizing sex 
philosophy, they need 
look no further than 
the new issue of 
EXPRESSIONS OF DREAD 
(issue 3; 181 Mott 
Street, third floor, 
New York, NY, 10012). 
EXPRESSIONS OF DREAD 
is mainly a horror 
magazine featuring 
interviews with 
writers, artists, 
filmmakers and actors 
ranging from the very 
famous to the rather 
obscure. Somewhere in 
there is a good-sized 
contribution of 25. 
questions answered by. 
Gacy in tiresome jail- 
cell lonely style. 

Maybe this will be 
interesting somewhere 
down the road after 
May 10th, but for now, 
it's just a waste of 
time, even sociologi- 
cally speaking. Gacy 
always sounds like 
his biggest problem 
with his crimes is 
that he might have to 
admit he sucked some 
dick. 


Much more interest- 
ing is yet another 
article written by 
Douglas Clark ("The 
Sunset Slayer") in the 
latest issue of 
HEADPRESS (#8), 
finally getting some 


and its influence on the cops, judges and lawyers) to 
adequately explain the crime, as well as the victim's 
family's needs, forced an incredible, bloodthirsty panoply 
of vengeance, torture and sick justice. The most obvious, and 
brutal, aspect being that to spare Mr and Mrs Bulger even 
more public pain, details of the murder were kept out of 
court -thus insuring the somewhat comfortable confusion that 
circled around the boys and their actions. Thus insuring the 
rather uncomfortable confusion that circled inside the boys 
and only exacerbated the pain of all the families 
(especially the Bulgers). The horny, hungry and powerful 
media is but one facet of this remarkable crime -but, unique 
to this, the media isn't its usual faceless black hole made 
up of "they", but rather a flesh and blood swarm of caring, 
brutally naive knives and prods. Reality like a tank. 

And the boys. 

And the baby. 

And the mothers. | 

All three works are excellent. All three contradict each 
other in facts, as wéll as opinions, and yet all three 
work together to form one complete whole. 

Mark Thomas was one of only six journalists allowed into 
the reserved press seats during the trial of Jon Venables 
and Robert Thompson. He was one of only five journalists 
allowed to attend James Bulger's funeral. As a regional 
correspondent based in Liverpool, he was there from the very 
beginning -following the incident as it unfolded in front of 
him and recording the process, pain and circus by way of 
first hand witness. He also grew close to the Bulger family 
and liberally quotes from day by day interviews with mum, 
dad, aunt and uncle, grandmother, and what seems at times, 
the whole of Liverpool who took the lad's killing to heart, . 

David James Smith enters with a different perspective... 
Written in a fairly silly fiction style, Smith pretends’ he's 
an unseen god scoping all the action as he looks down from 
on high. But in so doing, he embellishes more and drops the 
veneer of good taste (and compassion) that hamstrings 
Thomas. With more of an outsider's view, Smith is able to 
focus on the actual crime, publishing information that . . 
Thomas missed, as well as offering a clearer, less bittér, 
biography of Venables and Thompson and their families. U 
Thompson's mother, in particular, is painted iñ a much 
different light. Something other than the fat, évil uncaring 
shrew that's pointed at by Thomas. It is Smith's" avowed 
intention to illuminate the pain of all three ‘fariilies and,, 
admirably, he succeeds. However, the. real worth óf this Vu 
book is stifled a bit by the two Sereny articlé$. THE. SLEEP 
OF REASON digs further under the skin of the murder of | 
James Bulger -further than EVERY MOTHER'S NIGHTMARE- but ' 
doesn't scratch the bone like Sereny does. As such, | it seems 
to fit perfectly as the second book -read in publishing | 
order- on the case. 

Gitta Sereny has an angry opinion and uses fact-filled 
interviews with the families of Jon and Robert, and also the 
investigating cops, to bolster and inflame her ire. 

Gitta's previous books are all estimable classics. Her 
first, THE CASE OF MARY BELL, was about a remarkably 
similar case where an eleven year-old girl killed two small 
boys aged three and four. She is also the author of INTO 
THAT DARKNESS, one of the greatest books ever on the crimes 
of the Third Reich, being a series of interviews with 
Franz Stangl, commandant of Treblinka. Never turning her 


greater distribution 
here in America. 

This issue, Mr. 
Clark reviews the 
case of Veronica Lynn 
Compton -the young 
lady imprisoned for 
trying to commit a 
copycat killing in the 
style of The Hillside 
Stranglings. Clark 
argues that, far from 
the accepted view of 
Compton as a serial 
killer groupie who 
was easily manipulated 
by Ken Bianchi into 
the idea of murder, 
she was actually a 
"screwed up female 
playing with fire, 
(who) got herself 
badly burned simply 
because’ a pack of 
rabid, ambition-bent 
authorities needed to 
nail every person even 
close to the Hillside 
Strangler suspects". 
She wasn't really 
going to kill a girl 
and dump some of Ken's. 


"cum at the scene. 


But "what harm could 
there be in pretending 
to go along, go north, 
and then simply tell 
him (Ken) no victim 
presented herself". 
Once again, it is 


forever impossible to 


know the exact truth. 
Although so much of 
what Clark has to 


Say. is just silly. 


. However, Clark 


P continues to be quite 
“an inspiration. In 
“jail for the rest of 


his life, he's at 
least spending his 
time on a subject 
close to his heart: 
"I have been called 
Verlyn's boyfriend, 
and I have intimate 
knowledge of every 
fact of which I 
Speak." 

Added to that, is 
Clark's charmingly 
lustful writing style: 
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PARASITE 


DRIVEN TO KILL 
Gary C. King 


Pinnacle books DODD 


MURDER BY NUMBER 
CNN Video . 
One CNN Center/7th Floor, S. Tower/Atianta, GA 30303 


MONSTERS AMONG US 
Frontline Vídeo 
WGBH TV/125 Western Avenue/Boston, MA 02134 


You have to know where to look. And you have to know 
how to 1ook. 

How lucky you are. How lucky to possess the actual 
pictures as well as the reality behind them. How rare and 
singulariy important this information, these photos are. 
You couldn't ask for a clearer picture -you couldn't ask 
for any more information. You can't ask. 

You've got everything right there. A11 in one, ali 
together, all inside and personal and real. And there will 
be a moment of weak, ugly iust that, unlike ali the times 
before when you're left weaker.and dirtier and hungrier 
and all alone, will this time raise your pounding fleshy 
chest high and deep into the back of your blurry eyes and 
cut everything you see, everything you are, into full busy 
running, bieeding colors and humming, vibrating intensities 
that chew and prick your brain and face and knees and cock 
and asshole and stomach apart and back together and then 
leave yous; more. 

More of everthing: More real. More truth. But sated. 
Implaccabie. Impervious yet fluid and relenting. More you. 
More of you. 

Westley Allan Dodd was arrested on November 13, 1989. 
He was executed on January 5, 1993. And the circus that 
came to town between those two dates delivered much more 
than just the greatest show on earth. This circus set up 
tents with long steel spikes set deeper into the earth 
than ever before and the clowns, ringmasters and performers 
all huddied together, pushed their fangs in, and dug deeper 
still. It wasn't the size of the circus. It was the 
quality. The dedication. The resonant truth behind the need 
for delivery. To make good on a promise. A dream made 
flesh. A dream made intransigent. A dream no ionger a dream 
but a lucid reality. A breathing, thinking, loving mass. 

Westley murdered three little boys. He molested many' 
more. He exposed himself to them. He had them touch him. 

He touched, sucked, fucked them. He raped their lifeless 
bodies and had plans to do even more. He kept a vivid, 


PARASITE 


The question is do 
you get what you pay 
for. And when the 
answer is no, and the 
emphasis is on get 
rather than pay, where 
do you go -what do you 
do with the ...impuise? 

An ugly biack whore 
opens her thrift store 
junkie jacket and 
displays just one 
disgusting water- 
heavy flabby tit to 
you. | 

"C'mon feel ma 
boobie -keep ya'11 
horny all day. C'mon 
back when ya wanna 
blow job" 

Big fat gross pig 
with her mama dug 
hanging out and 
alcohol burning from 
her low ape eyes and 
droopy fiat meat lips. 
This beast has a price. 
A simple offer. 

And you just want a 
blow job. 

Or you want to fuck 
some hole, 

Some tight black hole 
with a thick dry 
lipsticked tongue. 

Or some bug crawling 
gristled wirey black 
cunt. 

Or any flesh, 
anywhere. 

Or her in particular. 

A bucket. 

It all depends on 
what you want. You know 
it doesn't matter what 
she does. The way she 
moves, talks, moans, 
flatters, farts, barks 


anally precise diary and he took photos. 
articles. 

From jail he wrote letters to the papers, he wrote a 
pamphlet “When You Meet A Stranger" designed to protect 
children from people like him and he eagerly granted 
interviews. He expressed remorse for what he had done but 
was resolute in his desire to do it again. He was possessed 
by a reasonably analytical mind that gave way to a dark 
existenéial character, resigned to his lusts and his fate. 

One of Dodd's interviews were broadcast on CNN over 
two nights after his execution. It was included as part of 
their "Murder By Numbers" newspecial. Now collected, 
re-edited and released as a 116 minute home video, CNN 
celebrates it's existence as the best cable channel ever 
conceived by delivering the goods for posterity. Drawing 
on it's monstrous cache' of newsfootage and prime access, 
the CNN editors have pieced together interviews with 
murderers, psychiatrists, neurologists, FBI and Police 
investigators, university professors, authors (Ann Rule 
and Jack Olsen among them), criminologists,. forensic 
psychologists, anthropologists, even fans and heid them 
together with concise, knowledgeable“ €albéit coy) and 
informative reporting. 

And, of course, there's nothing new as regards motive, 
reasoning, morais and the usual ostensive designs behind 
these broadcasts. But the scope is impressive. 

CNN films Dodd and lets him speak. Moody ciose-ups and 
irritating voice overs can't dilute his exceptionally 
personal revelations and descriptions. His‘ introspection. 
His confusion. 

. Dodd relates what he did to his three young murder 
victims in a cool and measured, somewhat dispassionate but 
not unemotional manner. His remorse, he says, is especially 
keen when he recalls one of the victims telling him "I'm 
sorry" just before Dodd stabbed him. Also, his youngest 
victim, four year old Lee Joseph Iseli, spat back "Oh no 
you're not" in reply to Dodd's whispering "I*m going to 
kili: you in the morning" into the boy's tiny little ear. 

MURDER BY NUMBERS is more than just the Westley Allan 
Dodd show, though it does function as a showcase for him. 
Hé*s such a rare breed that he stands deftly away and alone 
of the rest included here. But there is a good supporting 
cast. Almost exclusively American (save a brief mention of 
Andrei Chikatilo and Jack The Ripper) Gacy, Williams, 
Ramirez and Wournos are here only peripherally, while 
Dahmer, Bundy, Brudos and The Green River Killer receive 
just a little bit more spotlight. The main focus is left 
to Dodd, Robert Long, Donald Harvey and Christine Faller. 

Now, certainly, Christine Faller ("the baby Sitter 
killer" who strangled six babies) and Donald Harvey ("the 
angel of death" who confessed to killing eighty-six : 
patients under his nursing care by poison) are hardiy the 
sort of high excitement you're longing for. But Christine's 
white trash adopted/abused background -inciuding an 
interview with her mama- and Donald's cold, bizarre. 
sexuality prove very entertaining in fact. And Dodd's 
amazing feats shouid in no way detract from Robert Long's 
exciting performance: interviews with detectives in his 


He kept newspaper 


or bleats. 

‘Cause she is 
nothing. 

And there is so much 
walking dead around. 
And there is so much 
money. And-you're not 
really looking for all 
that much. The price 
of a promise can't be 
weighed. It's 
immaterial. The 
equation boils down to 
-simply- just how well 
do you understand, and 
control, the impulse. 
Just what is it that 
you want but don't 
need. How much will 
extra cost? 

“One boy's triumphant 
story" is the subtitle 
of A ROCK AND A HARD 
PLACE (Crown). Written 
by fourteen year old 
Anthony Godby Johnson, 
A ROCK AND A HARD PLACE 
is his autobiography: 
abused by his parents 
'til he was eleven, 
Tone -as his friénds 
know him, or Tone-bob 
-as his "Pop" knows 
him, escapes into the 
protective, caring 
arms of a racially 
mixed couple and finds 
the true meaning behind 
the only word that 
really matters -love. 
Even though he's dying 
of AIDS, even when he 
was being beaten and 
fucked and sold by his 
parents, even when his 
friends died of 
alienation, drugs or 
suicide, and even when 
his new "Mom and Pop" 
fell in love with each 
other after coming 
together to help him; 
and when he found that 
he was "not an object 
of shame, but a 
portrait of pride. I 
hold my head high and 
say my name aloud": 


be approached dispassionately, in the same way it can't 
be seen without investigating and understanding basic and 
revolutionary tenets of science and philosophy. Her case 
became a feeding frenzy for linguists and psycholinguists 
eager to confirm theories thought impossible to prové 
without the use of unethical human experiments. 

One book details the experiments. 

The other the circus. 

Both are inseparable. 

Genie is not her real name, but the name used to 
protect her identity for all these years. She was 
discovered when she was nearly fourteen years old when 
her nearly blind mother stole her away from her father's 
clutches. More real white trash shít. Except with a brutal 
and amazing new twist. 

Genie, between the ages of two and thirteen and a half, 
was kept in a single room with nothing on the walls 
except two covered up windows. She was kept strapped to 
a potty seat and could only move her fingers and toes. At 
night she was unharnessed and strapped into a functional 
straightjacket of a crib covered in wire mesh. No one 
talked to her. Her father would allow only very limited 
contact between the child and her mother and another 
older son. She was fed by having baby food violently 
shoved in her face. She was punished and beat for making 
noise. She only had two plastic raincoats hung in a closet 
to look at, and once in a great while, she was allowed to 
play with a used thread spool or torn TV guide. Her father 
made growling and barking noises at her from outside the 
door to her room. He scratched her and beat her with wood. 

Genie's story is the struggle for her and her doctors, 
foster parents and scientists to try and find some 
semblance of sense as well as help in her most incredible 
Plight. She was totally incontinent. Covered herself in 
spit and mucous. Hid her shit. Masturbated constantly. 

Was scared to death of dogs, even became panic stricken 
around a photo. of a wolf. She made no sounds, just a very 
soft whimper or squeak. Sobbed and cried silently. Could 


only see the ten or 60 yards to the end of her room. And 
60 much more. 
The Rymer book is the more "human" of the two. Susan 


Curtiss’ book is a reprint of her University Of California 
thesis in neurolinguistics. It's data and experiments and 
details every move and utterance as Genie first learned, 
how to communicate in her early years of freedom. Rymer 
picks up where Curtiss refuses to go and presents an 
engaging picture of scientists and doctors and their 
organic discoveries and ever-evolving theories, as well 
as their professional selfishness, petty jealousies, 
Parasitic lack of responsibility, and phony, exploitive 
attempts at "help". 

Genie now lives in a home for mentally retarded 
adults: "A bumbling woman with a facial expression of 
cowlike incomprehension." 

Hers is a truly remarkable life of excruciating 
torture and it's eternal recurrence, both physical and 
metaphysical, that lies beneath the tasteless, selfish 
veneer of love and concern. 


respect and the most 
ridiculously cheezy 
morals this side of a 
TV sit-com can get you 
through it. 

Get you through what 
exactly? 

Why would this 
progressive-schooled 
child not delegate the 
same care he uses to 
pry apart the 
mechanizations of his 
misfit friends to that 
of the people who, we 
are only to vaguely 
understand, had the 
greatest effect on his 
first eleven years? 

And though a case 
could be made for such 
a young boy -just about 
to die, faced with 
scary uncertainty and 
knowing only pain 
previously-- cleaning 
up everything fairy- 
tale style and 
desperately trying to 
cling to some warmth 
or hope (which would be 
very charming); rather 
what you find is you 
don't give a fuck what 
a fourteen year old 
thinks about Murphy 
Brown and Northern 
Exposure, dying of AIDS 
or not. 

Unfortunately, 
without proof or 
details, one is led to 
the conclusion that the 
boy was numb to the 
pain before it even 
started. If and when it 
started. Maybe he did 
deserve it. 

Or maybe he needs to 
get hit harder next 
time. 

Or 
shut 
off. 

Or 


someone needs to 
the fucking TV 


that pig should 
tuck that beastial bag: 
away now that we've 
moved down the block to 
the one with the scars. 
A blow job in the 
dark isn't a blow job 


her “you can make that go away". 

Martin Bell telis us "she's tough, she fights and 
she can be extremely vulnerable”. Mary Ellen Mark tells 
us "up till now she's survived. But that could change any 
moment" and "I wish I could feel more optimistic. Isn't i 
she someone special? Don't you want her to survive?" 

We also hear from Tiny's mother, social worker, and Aunt 
Katie, the kids' keeper who pulled the little ones out of 
foster care. 

Koppel asks Tiny about hustling, drugs, 
prostitute friend and hopes for the future. 
"Still young", Tiny says. And she's glad she's got 

friends like Bell and Mark. 

Martin and Mary Ellen took what they saw in Seattle 
again and agaín and turned it into the full length 
fictionalized film AMERICAN HEART. Romantic, touching, 
dark and oh so fucking real life man, AMERICAN HEART is 
like a two hour Bruce Springsteen song. We see child 
prostitutes, bums, a character based on LuLu -the bull 
dyke from STREETWISE, the squat hotel (also from 
STREETWISE) and, as the advance publicity lets us know, 
"the inclusion of more than five hundred homeless street 
people and transients as film extras". Jeff Bridges is 
an ex-con, Edward Furlong is his kid who needs to bond 
and the streets are too tough for love. Really. 

Mary Ellen makes her presence felt in VOICES FROM THE 
FUTURE, a book written by the kids from Children's 
Express containing nothing but interviews with street and 
problem kids. 

Ms Mark contributes photos to the project. Some 
featuring characters from STREETWISE and published 
previously in her photo book from the movie by Aperture. 
The photos are the best part. 'Girl With Track-Marked 
Hands' is new, as is an untitled quiet moment at the pool 
with child, make-up and cigarette. And 'Skinheads'. 

Most of the kids interviewed for the book are victims 
of neglect and parental (not necessarily sexual) abuse. 
Most of the interviews are typical heart-tuggers with dark 
edges and dirty faces. Real 'Neath the tears, there's 
hope, or alternatively, Under the grime, there's a gritty 
truth, or maybe, It's too late for them, but not for us 
to learn from them; type bullshit. 

The kids blame their parents, The young editors blame 
their parents and offer irritating PC opinions ("I had 
alot of respect for Jose’ because he really wants to 
educate people, to make them realize that homosexuals are 
people too"). Too many gang stories. Too many drugs. Too 
Little child sexual abuse. Too many thieves and lay-abouts 
and wastes. Too many misfits. Some people shouldn't have 
kids. Some people have bad luck. Some journalist students 
are protected and safe and could do better than to hang 
around Youth Drop In Centers, Mental Asylums, Gay Youth 
Help Programs and the like. Kinda nice to spot the 
difference a little luck makes though, 

Not all abuse has to be sexual. 

Genie's is an extraordinary case of extreme abuse at 
the hands of a psychopathic father. 

Genie's story is splayed between two very remarkable 
books. Her case is so special and phenomenal that it can't 


jail, her dead 


will forever feel. And 
how much his friend 

and his protectors hate 
his abusers. 

And as we learn 
nothing about these 
tormentors, and the 
physical torment, it 
is assumed that Tony 
also learned nothing. 
Despite his 
pontificating on 
absolutely everything 
else from TV to teen 
sex without love, to 
his hero Martin Luther 
King, and Quayle and 
Bush's attitudes 
towards gays, Tony 
never reaches into his 
past and makes sense 
of it. 

We learn that his 
parents “thrived on 
pain, particularly when 
it had to do with 
children, and even 
traded one another's 
children around to 
participate in bizarre 
rituals. To strip 
away a child's soul 
gave them pleasure and 
a sense of power." 

His mother and father 
sold him to Jake when 
he was eight years old. 
- He-didn*t have a bed 
to sleep in. 

Spearmint gum only 
takes the taste of 
dick away for a little 
while. | 

His parents beat and 
raped him and blamed 
him for making them 
do it. 

And little else. 
Instead, Tony fills 
his autobiography with 
his impressions of how 
messed up the world is, 

with his parents aes 
constant evil shadows, 
and his friends and 
acquaintances as 
examples of just how 
bad it is these days. 
And how love and 


case ("you can still smell the bodies"), a bitter victim 
kidnapped and raped for thirty-six hours ("at least seven 
times"), his mother and, especially, Long himself, make 
his turn früstf£atingly short. A shot of a disgusted Long 
spitting at and then taunting a news camera shouid be more 
than enough to convince any viewer of this man's special 
worth. 

What's more, there is a wonderful preponderance of the 
victim here. Which, uitimately, is what will make or break 
any medium based on murder -that is, the act that every- 
thing stems from. And which saves this video from being 
just another same old same old, talking head, shock-horror, 
cartoon parade that you knew all about before you even 
fiickéd the TV on. 

"He started beating my head on the concrete" says 
Sharon Wood of her struggle with torture-murderer. Jerome 
Brudos. Interviews are even included with family members 
of Dodd's victims. Justin, Lee'Iseli's brother, and Bob, 
Lee's father, tell their side of the story. Mr. Iseli 
dismissing Dodd's remorse by remembering that his son was 
“used as someone's playtoy". 

What Bob Iseli means by "playtoy" can be clearly seen 
by pausing your VCR during one incredibile scene in the 
Frontline special "Monsters Among Us". There, in between 
a shot of a reporter looking through Dodd's collection of 
writings, photos and what-not, and another of him stomping 
out of camera disgusted and overwrought, is a full screen 
shot of little naked Lee Iseli hanging strangled and dead 
by a belt in Dodd's closet. Also on display are five nude 
shots (small Lee, hands behind his head, looking back at 
Dodd by the foot of the bed, scared, confused, his littie 
penis bent up, very alone) and a couple clothed, grimaced, 
close-ups as well. Additionally, Lee's four year old 
underpants wrapped neatiy into an evidence bag and stored 
back in Dodd's suitcase are removed for perusal. Which is 
a nice touch. 

Frontline's work here, is more an expose’ on Seattie's 
recent and daring sexual predator laws. Other than Dodd, 
who is featured as someone who slipped through the cracks 
in the system, two nameless but not unentertaining rapists 
are featured. Both are receiving therapy and have precious 
abusive backgrounds. Typical. But a good story. 

MONSTERS AMONG US is well worth obtaining. On it's own, 
it's another amazing piece of Dodd's history and an even 
closer look into the physicality of his fetishes. It is, 
in fact, an amazing piece of his fetishism. And aithough 
it's everything you really ever needed, as an adjunct to 
"Driven To Kill", the only full length book on Dodd, it 
becomes a pornographic masterpiece. A nation of lonely 
bedroom sadists need yearn no more. 

And since writing to Iran is near impossible these 
days.... f 

As part of the true crime paperback rush, one could be 
excused for thinking DRIVEN TO KILL is just more of the 
same -annoying, badly writtn, poorly researched cheese shat 
out by sweat shop hacks with no more access than their 
newspaper collections and cop buddies. As nice.a trend as 
those books make, it would be a disaster if the one on 
Dodd was relegated to their number. Dodd, with ail his 


our Tone stayed true 
to his wonderful, 
giving, totally 
compassionate and 
rational fourteen year 
old soul. 

Tone is that rare 
portrait of a little 
boy who remained 
unchanged by the 
incredible turmoil 
around hís short life. 
After being diagnosed 
with AIDS, Tone's best 
buddy in the whole wide 
world asks him if he 
still likeé the world. 
Tony, of course, said 
he did. And his best 
friend, who suffered 
from extreme parental 
neglect and abuse 
himself and was soon 
to die of strychnine 
laced crack, replied 
"I'11 never understand 
you.” 

And néither will you. 

Because Tony doesn't 
let you in on anything 
but his sparkling 
childish innocence, 
Throughout the book you 
find out 60 much about 
his little girl friend 
who saved mice from 
mousetraps 'cause of 
her animal rights luv- 
conviction, his little 
retarded friend who 
loved basesball and 
needed Tone's 
protection from the 
evil uncaring neighbor- 
hood bullies, the old 
man who didn't want to 
be called names, the 
honest all-knowing 
street busker, the 
apartment house porter 
turned homeless bum, 
and every other 
embarrassing, 
bittersweet stereotype 
that Tony can employ 
to tell you more about 
his saintliness and 
even-tempered good 
nature, Tony, if we 


documentation -telling as much as being the story- makes 
the low brow good taste ethos that creates brutal book 
covers, gory modesty-cropped photos and little content, 
nigh on impossibie: Just too close to the bone. . 

So Gary C. King lets it fly. Of course, he says what's 
expected of him in the "Author's Note" regarding the need 
to show the entire horror, and his struggle with that 
decision and even goes so far to laud the new sexual 
predator laws. Thank fuck for his hypocrisy. 

King rapes Dodd's diary for his plans: 

"When crotch fucking the ones to die, I'11 
clean the kid real weil before killing, and 
deposit my sperm in something to remove it as 
'forensic evidence'. When butt fucking, I'11 
use a well greased rubber (may fuck either way 
beforesétrcafter they die:dépending on whether 
they're bloody or not). Some of them will be 
.fórted^to^perform-*eertai£fht:acts on me." 
hépessners: 

"I also want to do my medical experiments 
this time, once finished with sexual play on 
the body(ies). Also hoping for more, better 
pictures." 
actions: 

"oh -yeah- I knew for sure this morning he 
was dead. I'd heard of muscles relaxing and it's 
normal to "go potty" after dying -he peed on me 
twice as I hid his body in the closet, and once 
more on the shelf in the closet." 

King interviews Dodd and the particulars (family,cops, 
etc.) for their memories. And uses forensic evidence a$ 
the proof in all. King iets Dodd and his police records 
recount the many previous molestations before murder and 
is absolutely unflinching in detail after graphic detail. 

You too can now have it ail. Aesthetics become 
unimportant after confirmation. Now you've got proof. 
you have to do is 1óok. And know. How lucky you are. 


A11 


AMERICAN HEART 
Directed by Martin Bell 
1993, 113 min. 


STREETWISE IN SEATTLE 
NIGHTLINE (Sept. 16 & 17, 
MPI Home Video 
(1-800-ABC-9420) 


1993) 


ABUSE 


VOICES FROM THE FUTURE 
Children's Express/ Susan Goodwillie 


Crown 


GENIE 
Russ Rymer 
Harper Collins 


GENIE--A PSYCHOLINGUISTIC STUDY OF A 
MODERN DAY "WILD CHILD" 

Susan Curtiss 

Academic Press 


believe his opinions, 
seems a modern day 

Job loaded with the 
natural glow that only 
torture and degradation 
can bring. Which makes 
him as stupid and 
boring as any other 

god fearing, close- 
minded blockhead. 

And at least Job 
filled you in on the 
details. 

Can a book about 
child abuse, written 
by a fourteen year old, 
be too self-pitying? 
Does Tony tell us about 
his father shooting a 
brood of alley cats 
that he had grown 
attached to ‘cause he 
wants us to know how 
mean the father is, 
extent of his 
suffering, or just how 
much he cared about 
little fucking pests 
that can't take care 
of themselves? 

One hates to sound 
jaded. Perhaps the 
little boy was born 
pure and remained so. 
Perhaps he is the 
real winner. A beacon 
in the dark. Perhaps 
those of us who would 
refuse to believe that 
a boy can actually 
come through the 
horrors that Tony did 
and still be such à 
good kíd are wrong and 
blinded and ugly. It's 
weaklings like us who 
are the real self- 
pitying, self-loathing 
ones. Painted in cheap 
misanthropy and 
dwarfish alienation, 
we wrap ourselves in 
others' pain and 
degradation and we 
become upset if 
someone's strength of 
character refuses to 
conform to our own 
fragile assumptions and 
rationalizations. 


the 


With all the corpses around, it is odd that the 
vultures keep returning to the same old ones. Apparently, 
there's even more meat to be found on the old bones -they 
pick and chew until they're masticating only dust and air, 
but still they come and still they pick. 

One particular species of vulture is the big greasy 
fat nosey one. This one's main attribute is his 
insistence on not only biting and removing the biggest 
chunks of carrion, but also in displaying the large 
portions of pulled meat like a trophy. Blood and víscera 
dripping from à human pound of flesh, the sweaty animal 
waves his knotty head around, shaking the beef back and 
forth for all the other vultures to admire. The vulture, 
now covered in the dead's mess, proceeds to throw the 
carcasse down and around in the hot desert lights, pounds 
and grinds the meat with his beak and tosses it in our 
faces again and again. Rarely does it thew to swallow. 
That would be too prurient. Too damning. This vulture just 
wants to prod and play and investigate, covet and exhibit. 

It doesn't look like he likes the look or smell of 
blood on his immaculate feathers. It must be so difficult 
to keep that finely detailed and manicured plumage so 
shiny and new, when one's nose is constantly in blood and 
tears and pain and dirt. 

Mary Ellen Mark sits on the bed in a seedy motel in 
Seattle. Tiny sits next to her. Tiny's been up for three 
days and feeling the effects of her drug and drink binge. 

Tiny doesn't look as cute as she did when Mary Ellen 
and her husband Martin Bell first shot her ten years ago 
for their film and book, both entitled STREETWISE. Tiny 
was a skinny fourteen year old street hooker then. Now 
she's a twenty-four year old street hooker. And ten years 
have added alot of weight along with bruises, scars, three 
kids, alcoholism and drug addiction. 

Martin Bell and his wife have come back to find and 
film Tiny for two episodes of NIGHTLINE, ostensively to 
update her progress just like they did when she was twenty 
for TINY AT TWENTY, but more to the point, to plug their 
new movie AMERICAN HEART. But Koppel and co. decide to 
spend all their time on Tiny and dub the two nights of 
interviews and footage STREETWISE IN SEATTLE. 

Before Tiny sits down with Ted, we see her in various 
states of depression and disrepair. But the motel scene, 
with Tiny crying and swearing like an old black whore 
"He just hung up on my face. I'm just about to fuckin' 
lose it" at Mary Ellen, Martin, the ubiquitous film 
crew and, on the phone, one of her kid's fathers, proves 
the meat behind the motion. Tiny rants and shakes and 
cries and Mary Ellen, lovingly, vacantly, pats her down 
With solid advice for a twenty-four year old piece of 
drug addled white trash street beef: 

"It's tearing you apart, you can change that, you 
got the best kids in the world, you love them, remember 
when we first met you had so many hopes and things that 
you Wanted, you gotta make those things happen yourself" 
etc, etc. etc. 

Tiny reminds Mary Ellen about the drugs, the scars on 
her body (Tiny has deep self-abuse gashes on her arms and 
neck, along with the bruises and needle marks), the mess 
she's made of her and her kid5' lives. Mary Ellen tells 


Perhaps Tony should 
give us some more 
information. 

But, we jare made to 
understand that the 
thoughts and memories 


.are too painful to 


pick apart, the 


realities too graphic, 


thé actions too base 
and explicit to 
recount. However, we 
do know: 

"They discovered I 
had fifty-four badly 
healed bones. I had an 
advanced case of 
syphilis (...) it had 
already begun to take 
it's toll on major. 
organs in my body." 

- and 

"I'm haunted by the 
flashback of Jake 
relieving himself into 
my body the way a 
drunken sailor uses a 
toilet, reckles&Éty, 
vigorously, and 
savagely. The worst 
consequence of his 
actions is not the 
AIDS wreaking havoc in 
my body, but the 
indelibly damaging 
words that he spoke, 
and the cruelty from 
which he derived so 
much pleasure, I 
remember Jake and my 
father doubled over 
with laughter because 
I was too unsteady to 
stand up straight." 

At the time of 
publication, Tony still 
lives, though he lost 
a leg to amputation 
and "steady-dates" an 
oxygen tank. His real 
parents are in jail 
over the abuse charges 
brought by Tony and hie 
new parents -but we 
learn nothing about the 
arrest, trial, or even 
personality. No motives 
are discussed. Just 
off-hand comments about 
the pain that Tony 
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had the wherewithal to strip away the mask of propriety and hold the real 
sucker up to the light of millions. It's not sex now like it was then -banal, 
thoughtless, repetitive and empty. It's sex like it is now -sold like reality. 
Angry, vengeful and cruel. Someone's little game, someone's little true self, 
ripped from the cartoon.that told her to open up and share and trust, and now 
paraded about like a mean spirited school prank. That, at its best, could 
leave the tiny wonder horse beaten down for good. But in any case the audience 


for such a thing exists only in knowing the circumstances and perhaps, lusting 
towards the ramifications. 
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ART 


Everything is not permitted. 

All the old jokes get closer everyday. 

Keeping the light off when you plow through your wife's 
bestial womb: that rank fat gaping pig's hole you see every 
bad breath work-a-day morning spreading and puffing as it 


stuffs up more drugs food creams tampons toilet paper perfume 


fly spray fingers. Why don't you just blow me tonight, 
making it sound like friendly fun. 

Or the girl at the deli section. How you'd like to drag 
her.right across the counter and pound nails into her hard 
fleshed face skull and broken teeth. Rip her stained apron 
and Sears blouse off and chew at her wobbly breasts. Maybe 
have her enjoy it B-movie style with the sheen and the dark 
smile locked door with the closed sign that pulls down while 
she twitches her tight tan lined thong pulled ass. A nurse 
uniform. Cop. Blonde hair, a stupid peach slash and empty 
eyes. Milk tits and a trimmed cunt. 

Or maybe revenge. Freudian, existential, righteous or 
simple script safe like: 


Didn't exactly appreciate the way she looked at you -her 


bad day mood had nothing to do with you. 

Despised her when she ignored you. And you look just 
don't you, honey? 

If that ain't big enough for you I know a coke bottle 
that'll be just fine, you ugly fucking cunt. 

How about something about your mother or father or 
brother -the brother that made you suck his penis downstairs 
in the family room. And now how you desire packed male ass 
'cause it's what you had to watch in the window in the wall 
behind your brother as he pumped and grinded in your getting 
bigger all the time adolescent pure mouth. Those muscles in 
his teenage jiggling butt cheeks and he told you to cup his 
hanging dog balls. How clean his cock felt when he yanked 
out of your face. How smooth and neat and full your aching 


fine, 


"In this thousand 
years of silence, the 
camera is invented 
and pictures are made 
of you while these 
things are being 
done. You hear the 
camera clicking or 
whirring as you are 
being hurt, keeping 
time to the rhythm 
of your pain. You 
always know that the 
pictures are out 
there somewhere, sold 
or traded or shown 
around or just kept 
in a drawer. In them, 
what was done to you 
is immortal. He has 
them; someone, any- 
one, has seen you 
there, that way.This 
is unbearable. What 
he felt as he watched 
you as he used you is 
always being done 
again and lived again 
and felt again 
through the pictures- 
your violation his 
arousal, your torture 
his pleasure. 
Watching you was how 
he got off doing it; 
with the pictures he 
can watch you and get 
off any time." 

(ONLY WORDS, C. A. 
MacKinnon, Harvard) 

Ms. MacKinnon 
understands and 
appreciates true art. 
She knows that art 
can only be those 
images and repre- 
sentations that 
cease to be safe and 
removed and turn 
instead into reality. 
Where incidents 


head -the taste at the roof and back of your mouth, in your 
gullet and lungs and tummy- felt when you gulped again to 
make sure. He was done. You didn't choke. 

Danny Rolling- 

"In his fantasies he had control even over his life and 
death. He could watch people die and they couldn't do a damn 
thing about it. He masturbated through the imagined scenes 
of death, shaping his revenge by fantasizing acts of 
increasing sadistic violence against the world, but against 
women in particular. It was his mother who was to blame for 
not fulfilling her most important function -protecting him." 
(THE GAINESVILLE RIPPER, Mary S. Ryzuk; Donald I. Fine,1994) 

Peter Kurten- 

"The long sentences I served when still quite young had 
a very bad effect on me. Other prisoners think of naked 
women and masturbate. This I did very seldom. I got no 
pleasure from it. I got my climax of enjoyment when I 
imagined something horrible ín my cell in the evenings. For 
instance, slitting up somebody's stomach, and how the public 
would be horrified. The thought of wounding was my peculiar 
lust and it was in that way that I got my e jaculations. I 
can remember exactly how it happened in 1905 in the prison 
at Metz. There, for the first time, I got an ejaculation by 
thinking of grievous woundings and the actual killing of 
people. That went on for years. If I hadn't had that I would 
have hanged myself. There is really nothing astonishing about 
the fact, having got out of prison, well used to such 
imaginings, I was urged to do the things." 

(THE SADIST, Karl Berg M.D., Medical Press of NY, 1954) 


Ian Brady- 
"ATTORNEY-GENERAL: You have read de Sade? 
IAN BRADY: Yes. 
AG: Enjoyed it? 
IB: Yes. 
AG: Approved of it? 


Some of it. 
The bits about murder? 
No. 


IB: 
AG: 
IB: 
AG: ‘Murder is a horror but a horror often necessary; never 
criminal, and essential to tolerate in a republic.' I suggest 
that is precisely what you were indoctrinating Smith in. 

IB: I was not indoctrinating him in anything. That book is 
Smith's book. I don't know why he has denied it -he has got 
worse ones than that. 

AG: This was the diet you were consuming. Pornographic books, 
books on violence and murder? 

IB: No pornographic books. You can buy them at any bookstall. 
AG: They are dirty books, Brady? 

IB: It depends on the dirty mind. It depends on your mind." 
(THE TRIAL OF IAN BRADY AND MYRA HINDLEY, Jonathan Goodman, 
David & Charles, 1973) 

This will not be what you want. Chances are almost nil 
that you'll ever see what you want -and even then, seeing 
may be misunderstood as touching, feeling, owning, plowing. 
Chances are better that you've confused what you want with 
what you'll settle for in the meantime. The cheap has become 
the wish. And the mistake is thinking that what you want is 
correct. That in your fantasies lies what you need for 
happiness; that your needs constitute the truth about you. 

What's available is highly limited. 

Natural, and nature, doesn't exist. 

The great pizza-skinned boiling fat blob rolls over and 


matter and affect. 

It is that which 

is more than a record 
or document, more 
than a process or 
captured thought or 
idea. It doesn't seek 
to teach or point or 
display or market. 

It doesn't explain. 
Rather, it controls 
and creates and 
forces. It has 
consequence. 

If only it was as 
easy and available 
as Ms. MacKinnon 
So desperately wants 
it to be. 

One of the October 
editions of NOVA, 
available through 
most major public 
TV stations in the 
U.S. the week of the 
15th to the 21st is 
another loving look 
into the case of 
Genie. Titled "Secret 
Of The Wild Child", 
NOVA brings Genie's 
life -a little girl 
tied to a potty chair 
for 13 Years in near 
total isolation save 
the brutal feedings 
and occasional scare 
and attack, forever 
damaged through one 
of the most extreme 
forms and examples 
of child abuse ever- 
to an audience need- 
ing to know more. 

NOVA follovws the 
Russ Rymer book 
'GENIE' (see PARASITE 
#3 - ABUSE) almost © 
to the letter, given 
the limitations of 
a one hour overview. 
Included are all the 
characters that 
investigated Genie's 
rare situation and 
problems and needs 
(and in many ways 
further propagated 
her abuse) as well 
as those people who 
were interested in 
helping and rendered 


his problems in public. The September '94 issue of SELECT's porno expose! 

seemed to raise the stakes: 

WHAT TURNS YOU ON? 

Richey: "The books that I find erotic, that turn me on are stuff like Dennis 
Cooper's FRISK, or Mishima's CONFESSIONS OF A MASK, or JG Ballard's CRASH -which 
is very sexual all the way through.(...) It's very violent. There's a Japanese 
film called TETSUO, THE IRON MAN. I love that film. (...) I find it really 

sexy. I think people are becoming more machine-like and that's the imagery I 
like. Also sex and death are closely linked. Sado-masochistic imagery, bleeding." 
IS THAT WHY YOU CUT YOURSELF UP A LOT? 

Richey: "I find it attractive. I find it...sexual." 

WOULD YOU BE TURNED ON BY À VIOLENT PORN FILM? 

Richey: "No, that doesn't interest me at all. I think that just sex between 
people is really quite crushingly dull. A11 the magazines here...I can't find 
anything sexy in them. Men with non-erect dicks or man on top of woman, woman 

on top of man -it just bores the fuck out of me. Essentially porn is totally, 
fundamentally boring. It's for 13-year-old kids." 

And then Richey entered the hospital. Just before the release of the Manic's 
third lp; THE HOLY BIBLE. Just before an important show at Reading Festival. 
Richey was committed under his own orders for problems relating to his self- 
abuse: mental instability, depression and anorexia. 

Now, in the same issue of Melody Maker that featured Ian Astbury's cheap 
confessions, another headline. MANICS LIVE IN FRANCE: RICHEY RETURNS! 
"Apparently, Richey feels his recent actions affronted himself, and let the 
band down badly, and is being super-disciplined with himself now. 'He's wanted 
to cut himself on this tour', James says, wincing, 'but he hasn't. And that's a 
first.' Richey looks well -very well- and, more than that, beautiful; and seems 
reasonably happy. Things are stabilising." 

More to the point Richey adorns his set list with a quote from Andrea 
Dworkin: I ALSO HAD NIGHTMARES. SOMEHOW ALL THE FEELINGS I DIDN'T FEEL WHEN 
EACH THING HAD ACTUALLY HAPPENED TO ME I DID FEEL WHEN I SLEPT. 

And the lyrics on HOLY BIBLE reflect Richey's confusion as well as his 
tastes: "dulling, get money, but nothing turns out like you want it to/and in 
these plagued streets of pity you can buy anything/for $200 anyone can conceive 
a God on video/he's a boy, you want a girl so tear off his cock/tie his hair 
in bunches, fuck him, call him Rita if you want/I eat and I dress and I wash and 
I still can say thank you/puking-shaking-sinking I still stand for old ladies/ 
can't shout, can't scream, hurt myself to get pain out" 

Can you imagine someone stupid enough to release a CD of a Hermann Nitsch 
aktion and not include pictures? i 

Intentions are clear. And immaterial. The reasons, the explanations, the 
rationalizations -the heightened awareness-work in puberty. Maybe. And in 
advertising and in court. If you're lucky. 

What may look like two goons playing out mindless motions under the duress 
of moral conditioning where words like weak, stupidity and lust are somehow 
explained by words like love, care and selflessness, is actually an abusive 
circus of easy pickings and cheap laughs. 

When Tonya Harding sucks her husband's cock -which is actually obscured 
courtesy of Tonya's long hair and poor porn star manners- the impression made 
is that this is far more than just a blow job. Nothing like the close up 
tongue on meat technique of all the others. And more than the dragging down of 
a shiny media figure to dirt cheap even level. In the same way that her flap- 
jack breasts, ice skater's ass cheeks and Howdy Doody gape fully exposed are 
more than simple relief at finally seeing what has been teasingly hidden and 
hinted at. And knowing the emptiness of the hugs and pats, the locked kisses 
and bodies pressed tightly in love over sex conceit is nothing in the final 
expression of TONYA & JEFF'S "WEDDING NIGHT". The final thought and taste that 
runs the entire 22 minutes or so of these kids' honeymooned moment is that of 
the extra eye that only Jeff Gillooly cared enough to include over Tonya's 
grasping and clawing head and hands. While all the cheesey, pathetic moral 
hopes were being fashioned into a young girl's dreams made flesh, one man 


filthy, filthy fingers and hands, once or twice depending on how generous 
you felt that night." 

Because it's not there on the screen. Or in the grooves or cold flat 
pictures and letters. The foolish think there are laws against the things they 
want to see. And the fools line up and play and pretend and wait and hope. And 
they search where cops and perverts hide and seek support. The fools think they 
don't know where to look or how to get what they need. In reality, they don't 
know how to look. Too caught up in second best. 

Catharine MacKinnon says: 

"Pornography contains ideas, like any other social practice. But the way it works 
is not as a thought or through its ideas as such, at least not in the way 
thoughts and ideas are protected as speech. Its place in abuse requires under- 
standing it more in active than in passive terms, as constructing and performa- 
tive rather than as merely referential or connotative." 

(ONLY WORDS, Catharine A. MacKinnon, Harvard, 1993) 

Andrea Dworkin says: 

"With this formidable history and ongoing reality of women as sexual property, 
it is not surprising that men conspicuously view themselves as authentic ` 
persons and the others clustered around them, especially their sexual intimates, 
especially women and children, as objects." 

(PORNOGRAPHY, Andrea Dworkin, Dutton, 1989) 

Tina Russell says: 

"I do not like to see "come shots" in films simply because they are very un- 
natural. The necessity for the "come shot" -the man ejaculating outside- is, 
I would guess, so the audience know that the guy really came. I would also 
guess that there are deeper psychological reasons for this need." | 

(PORNO STAR, Tina Russell, Lancer, 1973) 

Ian Astbury of The Cult, in the October 8th issue of MELODY MAKER, flogging 
his band's eponymous new 1p: 

"One of the themes of the album is about where I am now, and what I've been 
through in the last three years. 'Black Sun', for instance, is a really intimate 
Song that talks about cycles of.abuse. I went to 12 schools, and at every 

School I was bullied. I just became really introverted, and then I became a 

punk -which in Glasgow in 1978 meant that you might as well have been from 
another planet. Also, on a much more personal level, it's talking about being 

a victim of sexual abuse, and carrying around the shame of that and thinking it 
was my fault. When I was 15 I was sexually abused by the manager of a restaurant 
I was working in. I had to work in the restaurant to get money because my 
mother was dying." 

And: 

"I think one of the diseases of being British is that we tend to say, 'Oh yeah, 
well, this happened to me when I was a kid but it's all right now' -when really 
it's fucking not. We tend to slag off the Americans for being open about their 
healing, but what's the other option? To carry on living in denial, and let it 
fester and destroy you? I want to let it out, fuck it, I don't want to carry 
that around." 

"GONNA GET YOU NOW/GONNA PUT YOU DOWN/GONNA STICK YOU IN THE GROUND/GONNA 
STICK YOU IN THE GROUND" and "YOU GOT NO HOLD ON ME/YOU GOT NO PIECE OF ME" 
Screams Ian on 'Black Sun', just after he, more reasonably, intoned: 

"Don't you hurt that defenseless child 

What gives you the empty right 

Carry that around for the rest of your life 
Carry that for the rest of time" 

And those photos of Richey from the Manic Street Preachers. All sliced up 
and bleeding -in Bangkok, no less. The early gore photos of tacky rock n' roll 
antics razor bladed and grinning have just a few years later given way to | 
personal snaps and blank stares and more and more spilling and smeared blood. 

It just figured that it was only a short matter of time before he had to 
pay for the problem: or at least acknowledge it. But it kept missing the 


mark -Richey seemed to be getting away with it and more: Americans weren't 
paying attention, thank fuck, and the little skinny wreck was able to work out 


over, Lumbers on barking and burping and gassing and shitting 
and drooling and eating and humping and spewing and swallow- 
ing through: 

Amsterdam. Shots of little babies -no more than two, 
maybe only one- being held upside down by their naked chubby 
‘legs while an older thin pale man buries his drawn stubbled 
face into the child's just bud genitals. 

Found in the 'Family Section' you were told didn't exist. 
And in the stack of items behind the counter, brought out 
when the proprietor was convinced of your honest interest. 

Hard cocks in their small unlined faces and wide eyes, 
plummed deep inside holes no bigger than dimes at their 
bleeding shrieking biggest. 

Children for sale. Rooms with spittoons and hand lotion. 
Transsexuals in windows. Wet blow jobs from fags laden with 
marks and scars and brain damage. | 

Japan. S/M porno for the rape-minded. Tied up and 
dragged til they cease their crying. Passing out from the 
drugs, pain or smoke. Orifices stretched and prodded and 
examined. Young women and younger boys. And the dens. 

Iran. The hangings and the pistols. The screaming and 
grabbing and frenzy. The religious excuses and soulless 
suffering: breathing corpses devoid of personality. A 
curious lack of empathy as they.sweat and dart their eyes 
around the crowd just before the door drops. 

Bosnia. Rape camps. Teens and babies and all ages in 
between. And mothers with aged holes and folds and daughters 
and sons and husbands. And grandmothers. Old bags dried and 


worthless and wanting. Being mentally and vaginally destroyed 


tens of times a day. Chattel. Like dogs -raw and bent over 
and dead. Numbers that can't count shot bloody in everyday 
streets, dirty and whimpering into straw, concrete and mud. 
Mamas dripping in their blood and whining through brain- 
washed tears shouting and howling at the clear sky. 

Germany. Full of easy flowing rushes of piss and fat 
globs of chewy steaming runny shit. Brusk corpulent bellies 
and thick backed cellulite dotted thighs lolling and farting 
and smearing. Double bottle penetration. Brown and Golden 
wash and eat. Teens and fists. Blonde, portly and slippery 
and mean. 

And the camps. 

And the blood. 

And that rican on the corner. Standing there holding. 
court for that squat hooded porker with the hideous tufts of 
large orange hair puffing and blowing out all over that 
Square stunted mama head. Her fat spic greasy liver lips 
slathered over with lumpy bright pink chewable lipstick and 
covered again and again by an easy pound of lardish gluey 
poundcake make-up. Her huge oxen ass all bustled up and 
crammed into those worn tight Levis. Fat puckered rolled 
thighs and belly all blubbering over her meaty thick cunt 
lips and hot stinking bush and black fucking hole. Pig in a 
hip hop parka and honking at the garbage that spills from 
the rican stud's slippery latin lips. 

He fucks that thing. That sweaty sleazy bitchy teenager. 
He strains those fine cut muscles behind those hand scrawled 
and poked gang tattoos and digs deep into the only 
personality that short dead cow has to offer. He cums into 
that hell and somehow creates another screaming puking, 
money sucking, hole fucking, table clearing ant for the 
busy ant farm. 


powerless. 

Genie's case is an 
incredible and 
monumental one. The 
circus that surround- 
ed her crushed and 
continuing life (as 
well as the impulses 
that created it) 
is far too great to 
be properly covered 
in such a small 
amount of time. Even 
with the two extant 
books; the details, 
facts and extra- 
ordinary branches of 
thought necessary. 
for a complete view 
of Genie's plight 
is still relegated 
to highlights and 
speculation. And 
though missing much 
of the sexual com- 
ponents of Genie's 
pain -like the 
chronic masturbation, 
fecal obsession, and 
her father's sickness 
-the NOVA episode 
does contain that 
one important item 
sorely missing from 
all the other 
accounts. The one 
that Catharine A. 
MacKinnon would miss 
most. Genie on film. 

Footage of Genie 
doing her "bunny 
walk" just after her 
release from the tiny 
room and chair. Film 
of her learning to 
barely talk and sign. 
She throws a fit. 
She smiles. She 
becomes nervous and 
frightened. And in 
the finale, after 
being abused again 
SO Severely by a 
foster parent who 
objected to Genie's 
vomiting, the camera 
catches the young 
lady refusing to 
Speak ever again: 
Genie's face and her 


violent, sad, jerky, 


And you wonder: where else does he stick that dick? Does 
he fuck men too? Just for fun? Just for some wet rough sport, 


maybe humiliating, fun? 


Would he let you suck that rican cock of his? Would he 
beat the fuck out of you if you even asked? Maybe he would. 
Maybe he would pull it out. Tease you while you wait for 
what you want and what he may give you. That fat rican un- 
circumcised fleshy flaccid thick meat waving at you. Held in 
one of those angry tough fists. Bunched up and threatening, 
anticipating. Let you taste it. Lick it -show him what you 
can do with your mouth before you think that the only 
difference in muscle taste is in the smell of the underwear 
that sticks to their pubic hair. Poke at the large curled 
skin at the long end of the tube that nestles large in your 
shaking palm, so gently trying to gauge weight and sensitiv- 
ity. Brush the protruding teary piss hole and push your 
tongue's end in and out, searching for some feeling, some 
taste, some reaction, some memory, some piss and cum and 


hole stink. 


Swallow down the smell and the filth and caress 


and slurp with your stretched mouth all up and down and stop 
and lick and stare and stroke and what would happen if you 
rubbed his tight-fitting clenched ugly asshole with a quick 
flat fingertip now. Reach down and beat off. Pull your own 
hard penis and suck his up and down with the exact same tech- 
nique. Two cocks all one hungry pig faggot. 

And after he cums in your face. Straight down your 
throat. On your chest and stomach; all over your pants and 
cheeks and jutting lower lip -would he beat you up then? And 
would you like him to? Especially now. Drenched in his cum 
and weak in your need and empty of your lust bravery. Can't 
you just taste it now? That long rican muscle meat cock and 
hairy full balls shaking in your soaked face and over your 
head as the pain in your skin echos the tightness in your 
Sloppy mouth and jaw. The blood you taste in your mouth, the 
blackness in front of your eyes when you pass out and under. 

Imagine getting the wrong idea. Imagine doing all that 


work and not getting what you want. Imagine it being the onlv 


thing -right then it seemed like always- and never finding 


release. Or not realizing. Not knowing. 


Imagine just stopping 


dead in the middle of numb answers and placating bits and 


Scraps. 


What can you possibly control. What can you keep under 


control. 


LATIN SEX QUARTERS (Sun Films) features a 12 inch cock 
on Some animal who plugs a sleazy rican slut -though this 
one is more of the skinny crack variety rather than the torta 
chomping mama-teat beast variety- and then pimps over to a 
short fag spic mouth, lisp and stutter and apology and all, 


to face fuck and pop. Bus boys, 


corner slags, cheap and 


disgusting labor driven by little plastic figurines of the 
mother mary or bleary eyed christ paintings hung around 
roach holes smelling like grease and lard and hot liquor 


and stale beer. 


The amateur ghetto is getting too big. The appeal of the 
ugly plague is spreading faster than Freud and AIDS put 
together. A11 those gangly blank fucks and sewer holes you 
might be able to slide into one day. Or your next door 
neighbor. The stumbling toad at the deli-counter and your 
zaftig boss and its stupid condescending smile, your friend's 
girlfriend's bubbly gait. A teacher. Gym coach. A hotel 


romp. À bar story. And so easy. 


Without the confines of those all powerful words: love, 


slow, fearful 
movements try to 
sign and convey her 
regression. Her 
never ending pain 
and rejection. Over 
and over and over 
again. f 


The 16th issue of 
FATAL VISIONS ~a 
gore 'zine from 
Australia- features 
an article from 
murderer G.J. 


Schaefer. In "BETSY 
BLOOD: PROFITING FROM 
PAIN, Mr. Schaefer 


interviews Ms. Blood 
of the title who, 

we are told, was "a 
product of Monique 
von Cleef's House Of 
Pain" and current 
used panty trader 
and fetish model. 

“I stay away from 
things that are 
against the law", 
Betsy replies when 
asked about her 
involvement with 
Snuff fiims. But 
Betsy is much more 
forthcoming about 
child pornography 
and murder fetishes. 
She also muses on 
The Hand Of Death 
and Aileen Wuornos. 
Dear, dear. 

Fellows with this 
sort of bent may also 
want to investigate 
the following: 
KNOCKIN' ON JOE 
(VOICES FROM DEATH 
ROW)(Sondra London, 
Nemesis, 1993) 

HAND OF DEATH (THE 
HENRY LEE LUCAS 
STORY)(Max Call, 
Prescott Press,1985) 
THE HOUSE OF PAIN 
(Monique von Cleef, 
Lyle Stuart) 


Peter Sotos 

3023 N. Clark, #172 
Chicago, Illinois 
60657-5205 

USA 


respect, hedonism. And would you like another drink, a ride home, and really, 
I think that's very interesting. Would you like another lick? Am I hurting you 
that way? I'm sorry, I didn't realize ....do you like the lights on? 

So much closer to home. No California smiles, huge hair and rock hard 
surgeon's tits that the glossy boxes used to hawk. 

Where'd you get that scar? 

A demure hand tries unsuccessfully to hide a flabby belly. 

Bad teeth and an OK face, I guess. 

Big tits in a black bra that sink into watery flesh stripped vein rags when 
set free. Natural. And demystifying. 

Tattoos, backwater stupidity, anal suburban charm and Las Vegas brains. 
Swinging smarminess and your mom and dad. 

"Jesus christ, you can barely move now -I've never had a girl ask me to tie. 
her hands tighter." 

Bryan Davis wants to play out your rape fantasy -or more correctly, your 
kidnap, pose and go home fantasy. With his proud collection of ropes, hanging 
contraptions and bondage racks. And his studied and fretted knowledge of all 
the best cubscout knot methods and fetish airs, Mr. Davis sets up his little 
camera and tripod and starts to play. Employing. a not quite model-type titled 
Tina Marie,who has a disturbing tendency towards talking and not shaving her 
cunt to ass-crack shrubbery, Mr. Davis offers depressingly average bondage fare. 
But the intention -that which sells the tape in the first place- was bound to 
be greater than the false promise and play-acting guaranteed by its easy 
availability. 

Sadly, Davis won't even deliver a crumb. HOTEL BONDAGE FANTASY begins with 
a laborious parking lot abduction. Tina Marie is set upon by Davis and made 
to drop her briefcase and purse as she tries to unlock the door to her car. 
Davis straps her ankles and wrists with electrician's tape and gags her mouth. 
He spirits her away to a hotel and forces her to strip in a stairwell. The 
"just cooperate and I won't hurt you too bad" lines are all there. But the 
ever affable Tina is in luck as Davis is being perfectly honest. And even Tina 
Seems to be disappointed. "Actually, this has been a fantasy of mine for some 
time" the hirsute toy becomes fond of adding to Davis' weasely little threats 
and burps. Storyline and metaphor aside, the power packed into the ties and 
binds, nipple tweaks and basic action (including Tina being affixed to a hotel 
chair one entire night and being spread eagled with a pole taped between her 
ankles) is about equal to listening to barroom bores talking about what TV 
star they'd like to eat out. 

HE LEAVES THEM HANGING features Davis, Tina Marie and Angel. 

"Are you sure you want to do this?" Davis asks. "I need to -it'll help me 
out with my work and my personal life", Tina replies. And the chances for any 
Screaming, pleading cunts hung and forgotten or hung and beaten into bawling 
inches of their sad desperate little lives go straight down the toilet of 
goofy ReSearch modern primitive new age thank you slap and tickles. Time wasters. 

You'd like that contraption, wouldn't you? Hang that cunt up. Put that pole 
on her ankles and jam a pool cue so far up that forest pit that her nose snots, 
bleeds and breaks. Red and unable to move with her fat monster snatch all 
Splayed out and yanked open, waiting and fearing and begging against a boot or 
fist or a broken bottle. 

Want to hear her peck and cry and screech. 

And tell you how much it hurts. | 

Want to hear her "I hate you. I hate you. I hate you." 

The way that Lydia Lunch growls the words together through her teeth at 
the end of DADDY DEAREST-In the 3 CD set CRIMES AGAINST NATURE. Sounds the way 
you want it to be. Regardless of why it exists. 

"Even when your greasy fingers would start working their greasy way into 
my little asshole." 

A somewhat different version of DADDY DEAREST is available in transcript 
form in her book INCRIMINATING EVIDENCE (Last Gasp), but your desire may be 


more specific: 
"Almost crying because it felt so good when I'd hear you Spit on your 


ATTENTION 


SEXUAL ORIENTED 
MATERIAL ENCLOSED. 


PLEASE DISGARD IF 
NOT REQUESTED. 


NOT FOR SALE 
TO MINORS. 


Masters sees the men as men and their actions and thoughts as more than simple 
failure or sickness. He uses both men to examine morality as much as madness but 
never at the expense of their singularly colorful, depressive and desperate 
lives. 

It should also be noted that Masters delivers.as much, if not more, explicit 
details about both men's peccadillos than any of the many other books on them. 
And in so doing actually succeeds in raising the pallor of the crimes above the 
tacky cartoon horror show and into the vivid reality of sexual egomania. 

"The Dahmer case deserved rigorous attention to philosophic and legal niceties 
and promised to raise questions which would reverberate down the years. Judge 
Gram's courtroom was not an adequate theatre for bold ambitions of this sort; it 
was essentially parochial." 

Masters tries to introduce those questions. His answers are fluid and devoid 
of pedantry. He talks of "various possible explanations for such gross 
distortions of conduct offered by psychiatric, philosophic and theological 
imagining" and strives to illuminate "one whose development it is possible to 
trace, with some effort and not a little conjecture, and whose roots might be 
thereby uncovered." 

The only real criticism then, aside from specific and personal disagreements 
with Masters inoffensive conclusions, is that both books cover the same ideas 
-including many of the very same examples and references. Dahmer and Nilsen 
are very much alike and if it was Masters' intention to prove that, it would be 
better served by new supporting evidence. Regrettably, Masters' reluctance to 
build on the subject he first investigated ten years ago seems lazy and 
suspicious. 

Dahmér and Nilsen are as similar as they are different. 
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PARASITE 


SCUM (An S.T.H. Chapbook, Volume 13) 
Edited by Boyd McDonald 


(Fidelity) 


AS REAL AS IT GETS 
Carol Pogash 
(Plume) 


QUEER 1. 


Greggory W. Morris & Thomas J. Waters 
(Morrow) 


There you stand. 
or if you*'re a fag, 
your dick. 

And there before you lay an incredible array of holes. 

There's a six foot hunky fag on his knees behind a 
bathroom stall. His mustachiod maw hung open and a fat 
drooling tongue beckons from the hole that some pioneer 
Act-Up renegade cut out in the press board between 
cubicles with a faéty nail and sweaty palm. 

There's your fat ugly wife. She's got her wobbly 
cellulite pickled thighs high in the air and her greasy 
ten-year&-more assholish cunt gapes your way. 

There's a little -very little, very naked- five year 
old girl who's been snatched from her mother in a shopping 
mall and taken here to be waiting just for you. She's 
crying. And very scared. And tied to a chair with black 
electrician's tape and rope. Tight. A video camera and a 
hammer lie on a table next to her fleshy quivering mass. 

There's some silicone pumped, collagen-injected fuck 
stinking of cheap or expensive perfume, Wearing leather, 
rubber, lace, spandex, dildos, whatever it takes old man. 

Or if you're a priest, there's just a hole. Any 
fucking hole big enough for your cock. There's the wife 
you never had in the shape of a ten year old altar boy or 
there's the ten year old altar boy you never had the balls 
to attack in the shape of some ugly skinny faggot you met 
in a forty plus queer bar. 

So pick a hole and stuff your cock in. 
Clean up and get the fuck out. 

And when you get home you can worry about what your 
mom and dad would think. What would your best friend say 
if he knew you fucked a nigger's cunt? And paid for it? 
Or if he knew you sucked a dick or ate some cunt, felched 
some sweaty ass or &cissored off a little boy's genitals? 

And when it really starts to bother you, you can 
pretend you were doing something revolutionary. That 
deflating feeling was necessary..You were making a point. 


Just a few inches behind your dick - 
hopefully, quite a few inches behind 


Pop your load. 


At best, THE SECRET 
LIFE OF JEFFREY 
DAHMER (Magnum Video, 
100 minutes) reminds 
one of the old gore 
movies of the seventies 
-the ones like LAST 
HOUSE ON DEAD END 
STREET and HOUSE ON 
THE EDGE OF THE PARK 
that made up for their 
lack of blood by their 
mean spirit. Always 
much better that way, 
really. At worst, it 
reminds one of the : 
reason why Jeffrey 
Dahmer trading cards, 
comic books and T- 
shirts are so popular: 
sensational, easy to 
grasp and empty. Girl 
stuff. 

Of course, THE 
SECRET LIFE OF JEFFREY 
DAHMER is nowhere near 
the likes of the two 
classics listed above. 
But as most of the 
movie is just scene 
after scene of Jeff 
(played by script- 
writer Carl Crew) 
offering various men 
money to pose nude and 
then killing them, 
there is a certain 
charming and brutal 
economy to the film. 
The gore í& rare and 
badly done, the acting, 
sets and script all 
low budget and 
undemanding. Aside 
from the cheezy and 
insulting morals 
before and after 
("This film is 
dedicated to the 


And there's a fan club you can join. 
give you a badge like a pink triangle to wear, or a tatoo 


Maybe they'11 


and a copy of MODERN PRIMITIVES to cleave under your arm 


at the coffee shop. 


and hair on your cheeks and chin. 


balls means more than cheap exhibitionism; why if you know 


Take Back The Night Sisters! 
big fat lesbian cunt means so much more than ugly pimples 


Sucking 


Sticking bells on your 


what endorphins are it means spiritualism and catharsis 


and ubermensch. 


Boyd McDonald, in his last 
after he died, told a reporter 

"My work is an alternative 
movement and to the gay press. 
sexless because they are public. 
publicly gay they have to be clos 

A nice sentiment. 


public is allowed to draw their o 
no need for politics, 


of you. 


interview, 
from THE GUIDE: 

to the gay liberation 
The gay press has to be 


published just 


And in order to be 
et homosexuals." 


And it makes sense in the same way 
PENTHOUSE FORUM makes sense. Men, hopefully honest, write 
about what they fucked or got fucked by and an interested 


wn conclusions. There's 


for &oap boxing rationale, when 
you've got the evidence splayed open and bleeding in front 


Which is why Boyd and his collection of STH magazines 


and anthologies are disturbing to 
bashers alike. Certainly, not all 
faceless and filthy, 
chronicle. 


word "homosexual". 


both fag politicos and 
dicklickers like the 


cock-obsessed sex that Boyd's boys 
They don't care for his tent-like use of the 
And those of you pricky queens and well 


adjusted heteros who find Howard Stern and his tit and 


bush panderings puerile will most likely find Boyd's work 


&imilarly boring. Or annoying. Or 


Boyd's last STH anthology is SCUM. 


thirteen. Apparently, 


ob&cene. 
Lucky number 


Fidelity Press will continue to edit 
new editions so real fans who aren't interested in slumming 


via the cheap imitations (FIRST HAND, TRUCKER) won't be 


tizzied into a panic. 


Thirteen volume& are quite a collection. 


history. 


Quite a 


And in Boyd's interview he acknowledged that he 


was aware of its important (but separate) place in gay 


diaspora. Which is nice. 
proselytizing; 
of the ramifications of an act; 
philosophy 


It's one 


thing to be above 


it would be quite another not to be aware 
of the personal politics; 
and conclusions that are necessary to the 


understanding and fulfilment of desire and lust. 
Which is where Boyd misses the mark. 


Because while Boyd is going on about the importance of 
cum swallowing et al- and 
all it says about the athletes involved, he forgets who the 
Boyd does capture and document a history 
and his service as an anthropologist and a purveyor of fag 
jerk off porn is duly noted. However, the real pleasure to 
be found in his oeuvre, life and opinions has nothing to do 
with the sparkling spotlit corner he pretends, or hopes, he 


&ex -dick sucking, ass rimming, 


books belong to. 


and his bathroom boys fit into. 


"I continue to circle the globe for dick. I have to. 


In America, the "Gays" are &o busy being politically 


correct and trying to assimilate into hetero culture that 


they are enemies of true &exual perverts and deviants 


such as myself." 


memory of Jeffrey 
Dahmer's known murder 
victims and to those 
that survived, 
especially Tracy 
Edwards for bringing 
an end to it all") and 
the headline voice- 
overs, it's just a 
quick catalog of 
deaths. 

Which is nice. 
but fleeting, 
disappointing camp. 
And perhaps frustratine 
only in what could 
have been. Since it's 
not particularly 
graphic or accurate, 
it boils down to a bit 
of a time waster. 

Its real worth 
however, is that it's 
packaged with a 
separate copy of THE 
TRIAL OF JEFFREY 
DAHMER., A two hour 
compilation of filmed 
highlights from the 
actual courtroom 
trial. 

You get portions of 
the following: opening 
Statements by the 
prosecuting and defense 
attornies (Michael 
McCann and Gerald 
Boyle), detectives 
Pat Kennedy and Dennis 
Murphy going over 
their dealings with 
Dahmer, Dr. Frederick 
Berlin bungling 
psychiatry for the 
defense, Dr. Carl 
Wahistrom for the 
defense, Tracy 
Edwards (for eight 
minutes), Dr. Park 
Dietz for the 
prosecution (going on 
about the FACES OF 
DEATH videos), closing 
arguments, verdicts 
(by Judge Gram) and, 
what everyone really 
wants, the sentencing 
hearing where motly 


members of the victims' 


Fun 


Jeffrey Dahmer and Dennis Nilsen are very much alike. Both lonely drunk 
homosexual necrophiles with high body counts (seventeen and fifteen respectively) 
and a penchant for rather gory corpse disposal. That they both sucked bathroom 
dick now seems incidental. 

In fact, Jeff and Des are so much alike that Braan Masters has seen fit to 
write one book and share it between the two, Masters began in 1983 after 
writing to Nilsen, shortly after he was arrested, and offering to publish his 
side of the story. The results were published in Great Britain in 1985 and proved 
very successful. But it is only now, due in large part to the popularity of 
Jeffrey Dahmer, that the book sees release here in the States. And just a few 
months prior, Brian Masters published his investigation into Jeffrey Dahmer's 
case, but, again, only in Great Britain. 

KILLING FOR COMPANY is one of the very few books on a murderer to feature 
dedicated cooperation by the subject. Masters formed a sympathetic bond with 
Nilsen that, along with the fifty journals, diaries, copious letters and prison 
interviews that Nilsen provided, coalesced into a unique examination of the 
murderer just as much as the dynamic nature of murder.itself. Masters freely 
speculated on Nilsen's crimes and did his homework. He befriended and prodded 
Nilsen yet remained detached enough tó bring to bear his own insights and theories 
about what a Nilsen is to himself and to society. 

Iti Nilsen, Masters found rare access to a subject that desperately wanted to 
sort himself out as much as explain himself. Together they wrote a book that 
looked at a specific form of murder from the inside and outside; neatly 
side stepping the typical pratfalls of hysteria and armchair psychology. Masters 
was knowledgeable and Nilsen sentient and honest. 

_ Now in 1993, Masters attempts to repeat the formula by focusing on Dahmer 
and his crimes and peculiarities. Masters, however, didn't get as close to 
Dahmer as he did to Nilsen and instead relies heavily on a doctor's exclusive 
interviews. Accordingly, THE SHRINE OF JEFFREY DAHMER pays more attention to 
the subject. of "madness" and is no worse for it. 

Some of Masters' opinions stretch a bit ("He was not killing individuals but 
society itself") but they are his summations and clearly stated as such -he even 
refers to them as amateur. But it is ultimately to his credit that he presents 
both books as attempts to understand the characters and the exact nature of their 
acts/madness rather than applying cheap labels and knee jerk terms like nearly 
every other book in the genre. 

Masters greatest contribution to the annals of crime reporting may well be 
his arid comments on the essence and depiction of the crimes rather than any 
shocking ironclad theory or risible quote gleaned from the killers. Masters 
concentrates on the compulsions of these individuals in such a way as to strip 
apart the legal definitions of the words and expose the moral and social 
implications of such ideas. 

Certainly he had both books in mind when he stated, at the beginning of the 
1993 preface to the American edition of KILLING FOR COMPANY that “the only 
justification for a book such as this is that it might open a window upon 
human behavior which it is worthwhile peering through in order to learn and 
reflect." And when he adds "otherwise one is left with little more than a 
prurient titillating of the imagination" the reader will not mistake the words 
for shallow moral posturing usually associated with such intentions. 

So is Masters trying to paint a turd? Isn't "prurient titillating of the 
imagination" all a good murder book should seek to offer? Why, Masters even 
tosses in the most dreaded enemy a true crime reader has: "the rest is now 
familiar, and the reader will be spared relentless repetition of these 
increasingly tragic events". Is it possible that Masters' intellectualizing is 
just unnecessary banter and distraction from ...the meat? 

No. While it's possibly due more to the fact that the crimes perpetrated by 
Dahmer and Nilsen were extremely gory owing to neccesity more than sadism or 
sense that makes such editing acceptable, it should in no way detract from 
Masters' success with murder as a subject loaded with lofty implications and 
reference. Though Masters stated concern may be elsewhere, he understands that 
His opinions are attempts to explain post facto manifestations ani evidence. 


people at the Foster Care service. 

Or maybe you were forced to suck off your new foster 
dad. Maybe your thoughts are clouded by a different form 
of regret. Maybe you'11 grow to hate your dad and his ugly 
middle aged saggy balls more and more every day for the 
rest of your fucking miserable life. 

Také the "ordeal of Thomas Waters-Rimmer" 
of UNSPEAKABLE ACTS written by Thomas and his new buddy 
Greggory W. Morris. Almost five hundred fucking pages of 
blow job aftermath. 

In a nutshell, Thomas had a bad childhood. He was 
placed in the care of a family friend and his wife after 
his real father was arrested and jailed for abusing his 
sisters. Tom was only four. For the next ten years or so, 
Tom's new dad liked to have Tom suck on his tool. He also 
enjoyed returning the favor. Cut to Tom's burgeoning 
adulthood and the realization that he could sue the Foster 
Care service that placed him with the family friend for 
five million dollars. Tom gets a lawyer, an agent and a 
co-author. 

What the reader gets is a new version of ROOTS. Morris 
structures the book so as to take us on a trip through 
Thomas' family tree. We go on the interviews with his 
first dad, lawyers, sisters, aunts, everybody that matters 
that will talk, as well as all those who won't talk or 
can't be found. And we meet Thomas' girlfriend and her 
family. And when Thomas has an affair and gets the trollop 
pregnant, he screams: 

"This is a nightmare. Put it in the book. This is a 
classic for sexually abused people: They are promiscuous." 

Thomas breaks down. Experiments with cocaine. And, 
towards the end of the book, engages in wild violent 
fantasies. 

It's just ridiculous. Putting aside the natural 
cynicism when one first hears about the later pain of 
abused children and even the suit isn't too hard if the 
details are there. But Thomas' tale is so frighteningly 
unspectacular that even the most pathetic earth mother 
Will find herself hoping for some descriptions of bodily 
torture, or at least, some pre-teen butt rape. No chance. 
Some white trash trailer child abuse is there on the 
periphery and then there's Thomas’ sisters. But, again, 
no real meat. Too many afterthoughts. Too many politics. 
Too much bullshit. Too much face painting and explaining. 

There may be no such thing as simple sex. But there 
should be truth in advertising. 

Maybe what's needed is a cross between all three books. 
A four year old is raped by his dad. The rape continues 
for years and spills over into bathrooms across America. 
Naturally, he gets AIDS and suffers horribly. Just before 
he dies he releases his daily diary. No apologies. How 
much? 


KILLING FOR COMPANY 
Brian Masters QU 

(Random House) EER 2. 
THE SHRINE OF JEFFREY DAHMER 
Brian Masters 

(Hodder & Stoughton) 


The sixth 
LET 


illustration. 
song is DON'T 
DADDY KISS ME and it 
reeks of your father 
telling you to protect 
your little sister 


-the subtitlewhile all the time 


cherishing the 
polaroids he's got of 
her with her little 
lips on his red hot 
cock. Even worse, it 
smells like he's 
talking to you in a 
gym locker room while 
all his jock strapped 
buddies pat his back. 

"And he never turns 
on the light/And she's 
wide awake, scared to 
death/She smells his 
lust and she smells 
his sweat/Curled in a 
ball she holds her 
breath." 

Lemmy sings it with 
strings and heart felt 
throat holes and you 
know he means every 
word. It must've been 
rough crawling that 
far down but Lemmy 
knows you have to be 
told just how bad it 
is. And, more 
importantly, you have 
to know just how bad 
Lemmy thinks it is: 
“Why, tell me why/ 
The worst crime in the 
world". 


The latest issue of 
PENTHOUSE (February) 
contains an article on 
Joel Rifkin and his | 
NY hooker stranglings. 
Even in limited article 
form, writers Lisa 
Pulitzer and Joan 
Swirsky offer more 
details as regards 
Rifkin's crimes and 
tastes than GARDEN OF 
GRAVES; the paperback 
on Rifkin released less 
than a year ago.The 
article is culled from 
a forthcoming book - 
just in case you can't, 
stomach fat pumped up 
Guido cunts. 


"On those rare occasions when I was left alone in 
there, after a guy had cum and left and no one else was 
present, I would get down off my seat and scoop his cum 
off the wall where it had landed and savor it on my 
fingers, licking them one by one." 


"After he came, he got kind of shy so I just jerked 
off onto his chest. I enjoyed this greatly too." 


Just a few exemplary quotes from the many contributors 
to SCUM. Pages and pages of dedicated cock sucking and 
ass munching. For those unfamiliar with Boyd and his work, 
SCUM is another edition of two hundred or so pages of 
greasy pig dicking. There's little romance in the sense 
of love and relationships but not in the sense of 
seduction, chance meeting and "that look in his eyes" 
which is pervasive. And the politics are after-the-fact 
by-products. Secondary to the documentation which serves, 
(due to its graphic succinctness) as more sex than sexual 

What would Boyd and the typical legion of cock in the 
mouth = fist in the air backpatters say to the suggestion 
that SCUM and its counterparts are a unique peek into a 
very damaged fishbowl. A gory autopsy rife with virulence 
and pain. 

You know what they'd say: Homophobe! You're repressed, 
insecure, scared, embarrassed, inadequate, closeted. 

And maybe you are. And maybe you aren't. Maybe you're fat 
and ugly and couldn't match up to the proper toilet 
prerequisites. Your dick is too small. Too old. And then 
again, maybe you're just not that lonely. You're not that 
fucked up yet, not that far gone to think that eating cum 
and shit covered cock is an acceptable adjunct to an 
evening's entertainment. Either way, all factions agree 
that what you enjoy is paying attention to some degenerate 
loser's lust and desperation. He pleads and begs for some 
meat to be shoved in his asshole/mouth. Some warmth. 

Some muscle. He wants to clean the shit out of your 
underwear and talk about dick cheese, ball smell and 
rectal scratches and you're only too happy to listen. It's 
a nice position to be in, pardon the pun. You don't have 
to stay for the &phincter health and mutuality lecture. 

Desperation can be lovely when worn by someone else. 
Pain and rejection and abuse and sickness all rolled up 
and beating hard on its knees in some gum and cum stained 
tile floor. Like animals locked in a cage, no self control 
or sense, just raw wanting and confusion over their 
aches and lack of understanding. That look in their eyes 
can be: A)lust B)love C)loneliness D)rage 

And So it is to Boyd McDonald's credit that these 
tales are edited &0 as to eschew the gay plague of 
politics. You can get whatever you want from them. Fool 
yourself that jerking off is a revolutionary attack the 
Same way you might pretend that you're the one on your 
knees or on your feet shoveling it in. One handed reading 
is a& removed from the action as you may care to be. 

Yet still it has to be said. Boyd's personality 
notwithstanding, SCUM is but a patch of what the earlier 
volumes were, These later editions seem to offer a great 
deal less raunch than the original five or &o. And though 
that may be down to burn out (afterall the first volume 
was published in 1981) one can't help but smell expanding 


families paraded their 
unconvincing pain 
before Jeffrey, Judge 
and camera. Rita Isbel 
and her ghetto 
explosion of "I HATE 
YOU MOTHERFUCKER" is, 
of course, showcased. 
but is ridiculously 
censored. 

You also get Dahmer's 
Statement to the 
judge ("I knew I was 
sick or evil or both, 
now I believe I was 
Sick." and "I should 
have stayed with God. 
I tried and failed 
and created a 
holocaust.") And, 
finally, portions of 
the attornies' last 
press conference 
where Gerald Boyle 
says he believes the 
victims' families 
showed "great dignity" 
and Rita's outburst 
was "appropriate". 

For those without 
Court TV -from whence 
this has been directly 
lifted, this video 
Serves as an acceptable 
distillation of a 
nineteen day ordeal. 
Unfortunately, the 
producers opted not to 
show any of the 
testimonies from Feb. 
7th, 1992 when three 
sexual abuse victims 
(Somsak Sinthasomphone, 
Luis Pinet, Raymond 
Flowers) took the 
stand. Probably due to 
the fact that Court TV 
was unable to broadcast 
their names and faces. ` 
However, their 
appearances were 
certainly more telling 
and interesting than 
the detectives or the 
clipped psychiatric 
drivel. 

File it alongside 
your letter from Gacy. 


sensibilities and consciousness-raising concern creeping 
in more and more. Of course, AIDS has done real damage 

but as most letters are rememberances of times past (Boyd 
calls the forties through the late sixties the "Golden 

Age Of Homosexuality") one suspects the preening is due 

to editorial pressure via PC expansionism. It was probably 
a bad sign all the way back in Volume Five (SMUT) when 
under the headline BOY, 12, FORCES BROTHER, 6, TO EAT HIS 
DICK Boyd felt compelled to note: 

"It is against the law for adult men to have &ex with 
underaged boys. I do not publish accounts by men of boys 
they seduce, only accounts by men of what happened in 
their own boyhood." 

There are other avenues for &uch celebrations of open- 
minded sexuality, Boyd could argue. And, of course, that 
isn't to &uggest that child molestation is uniquely or 
&omehow included under the great pink armband of 
homosexuality. Neither is shit eating or fisting or eating 


There is one 
particularly ugly 
strain of child abuse 
that Roseanne Arnold 
typifies. Child 
fucking for attention. 

Normally it would be 
hard to turn down a 
glimpse into a world 
of sexual abuse that 
included as it's out- 
come drug addiction, 
nightmares, cheap 
prostitution, suicide 
obsessiveness and 
overwhelming hatred. 
It's even tempting to 
throw her fat and 


cum off bathroom floors. We can only assume that Boyd editsplastic surgery 


what he includes due to personal preference and that any 
politicizing of his decisions be conducted well outside 
the pages of SCUM and its sisters. 

A& always you just have to know where to look. If the 
&ort of &ex that Boyd delivers isn't exactly to your 
taste, you can*t blame Boyd. 

Not in the &ame way you can blame Carol Pogash. 

It may seem cheap to review a book on AIDS along with 
a book on cock sucking. Obvious, trite, tacky and 
opportunistic ...Silly, even. A bad joke. And especially 
ugly in it's macho locker room pose. 

Apologies then for all those who may be offended,.not 
by the insensitivity, but rather by the inconsideration: 
the reluctance to offer &ome new and brash and witty way 
to look at licking testicles. But the real reason for 
including AS REAL AS IT GETS here is based less on a suck- 
it-and-see sense of comeuppance and more on the 
aforementioned irritating trait of over politicizing sex 
between men (or men and women, men and children, men and 
television sets). But, still, that shouldn't lighten the 
Shadow cast by the huge Spectre of AIDS in Boyd's or any 
other. fag rag. While the pall of politics hangs over these 
trysts like a thick clown painted stage curtain, it's not 
nearly as heavy as the Sword Of Damocles that AIDS is. 

: Faggots ricocheting off the windscreen left and right. 
And safe sex can't mean a thing now -not after ten years 
of sucking off your neighbor and his entire family tree. 

AS REAL AS IT GETS is about "The Life Of A Hospital At 
The Center Of The AIDS Epidemic”. Unfortunately, the 
title is all wrong. AS REAL AS IT GETS should include 
everything in Boyd'& book&, possibly, but more likely 
just yards and yards of tubes sucking mucous and feeding 
painkillers and bandages covering running cancer &ore& and 
mothers and children and drag queens crying their eyes out 
at your bedside. The book that Carol wrote has 
frightfully little of that. Rather it'& got that great 
beast politics. It's not preachy. Just politics by 
performance and implication. But it's politics at the 
expense of reality. It's window dressing and a warm held 
hand. 


Page after page, chapter after chapter tells you about 


mutilations into the 
mix. But Roseanne is 
very unconvincing. 

Perhaps this is due 
to basic capitalist 
blindness, where 
because of her 
incredible wealth and 
influence, those 
without feel she either 
deserves her problems 
or can easily overcome 
them. But more likely 
it's due to her gross 
Hollywood stink. Her 
money only affords her 
the spotlight for an 
extra long time and to 
make her focus worth- 
while, she straps on 
the tired weight of 
trailer fuckery. It's 
convenient. And 
titillating and the 
only evidence of the 
crime lies in the 
display of her 
weaknesses. 

And she knows it: 
"...people get 
sexually excited 
hearing about molesting 
children." 

Her cover story 
interview (by Kevin 
Sessums) in the latest 
issue of VANITY FAIR 
(February) promises 
much but delivers 
little. Her “trademark 
honesty" is garish 


the problems getting drugs tested and other things you 
don't care about: Lorraine Day and her surgeon's 
argument over HIV disclosure, Jane Doe and her 
&eroconver&ion, Brownie Mary and her pot cookies. 


Who gives a fuck? 


Fag&? Their long suffering bum buddies who get to 


watch them die and suffer and &eap? Lonely nurses who need 


a boost? Gay lobbyists? Moms looking to find their sons? 
AS REAL AS IT GETS only gets real once in awhile: 
“You don’t know what it's like to only be touched by 


rubber." 


"Your arrogance. Your egos. You don't listen to us. 


You never approach us as humans." 


"I want you to get in bed and hold me." 


“All a person needs Sometimes is a touch or a Word or 
a look. It'& probably what they were looking for their 


whole lives anyway." 


Carole writes as if every act done by people at this 


hospital is done by people aware of their special place in 
history. The nurse's struggle, 


cra&hing human element 


future and their place in line. 


the scientist's plight, 


-everyone is concerned about the 
Which, admittedly, only 


the 


stands to reason a& the book covers a hoypital dedicated 


to a cause without a clue. 


all the héadless chickens running around and all the 


shrieking and bitching and gospel singing, 


get enough meat. The din covers the cries. 


If Boyd McDonald knew what sex before AIDS was, 
Pogash forgot it ever existed. 


Because everything here 


seems the opposite of what's actually going on in SF 


General. AIDS apologists and gay historians would argue 
that the real picture of the pain is in the struggle to 


we just don’ 


So the problem is Space- with 


t 


Carol 


overcome it. Gore photos and reports are, sadly, lifeless 


statistics. But that can't be. 


Carol tells us about the 


Bay Area Reporter being forced to change its obituary 
policy: "Due to an unfortunately large number of 
obituaries (the newspaper) must now restrict obits. to 


200 words". If people are dying, 


it's only fair to want to 


see it. Smell it, taste it -talk about IV tube sizes like 


dick sizes. Maybe Carol needs the space to reassure her 
target audience that there is hope, 
care. It's all altruistic humanism without a body. 


there are angels who 
Like 


most humanism, it conveniently doesn't include any humans. 
If it did the postscript would feature RIPs exclusively, 
instead as it does, reports of promotions and lecture 


circuits. 


At best, Carol offers thumbnail sketches of victims. 
And blows her chance at the last word on AIDS. 
When is a blow job more than a blow job? 


When someone is watching. 


Or when you have to spend the rest of your life. 


thinking about it. Or regretting it. 
little moment of weakness. 


And you can't change it. 


And hating your sick 
You 


needed to stick that bathroom cock deep down your throat 
and let all that thick cum slide straight down into your 


soul. 


Just like you had to suck off that little boy. 


boy that had been entrusted to your care by the good 


That 


Hollywood honesty and 
her "feminism" is a11 
silly reflection. 

"Honestly, when I 
can live one day and.. 
ah...feel like I want 
to live, that is a 
good day to me." 

"I believe that once 
your dad fucks you in 
the ass you can kill 
him, and it ought to 
be legal if you're a 
boy -and also once 
your dad fucks you 
anywhere when you're 
a girl." 

Roseanne barks on 
about the Bobbitts, 
the Menendez brothers, 
Michael Jackson ("He 
is the perfect picture 
of a child molester"), 
her prozac addiction, 
her philosophies on 
recovery and big 
budget TV bosses. She 
just can't talk about 
her attempted suicide 
when she was young. 
You understand. 

Ten years from now 
and she's on late 
night TV hawking her 
tell-all recovery 
videos and walking 
tapes on a million 
dollar infomercial. 
Her fat pickled face 
stretched so fucking 
tight she can't even 
turn her head. 


Another ugly strain 
of child abuse is the 
regular joe/stand up 
guy revulsion approach. 
This example is a mite 
more entertaining than 
the Roseanne type in 
that it clearly 
evinces a perverted, 
sublimated lust 
underneath the ire, 
where the other is 
merely frustrating in 
it's speciousness. 

The latest CD by 
Motorhead (BASTARDS, 
ZYX Music) is a good 


ATTENTION 


SEXUAL ORIENTED 
MATERIAL ENCLOSED. 


PLEASE DISGARD IF 
NOT REQUESTED. 


NOT FOR SALE 
TO MINORS. 


clawing alíenation permeates all the misfits around him: the hangers on and 
loser fans with obvious mental and sexual problems and their thick excuses 
and their titilating learning disabilities. 

Allin's appeal lasts just a bit longer than a blow job queen's or a new 
age mindiess waste case. Because he involves other people. À nice scene of him 
tossing some dumb woman around a room (after slícing his chest about with a 
crushed beer can) is very entertaining. As is his frighteningly pathetic I HATE 
YOU MOTHERFUCKER I HATE YOU MOTHERFUCKER mantra. And some silly felching and 
weak punchíng here and there. á 

A circus and freak show and not a bad way to spend an hour. A cigarette 
break or a quick lunch diversion. You know how you want to get the fuck away 
as quick as possible from the thing you just came on/in? It's a shame others 
don't know their place. Thank fuck for the glass. 


PETER 50705 
P.O.BOX 171 
2524 W. LINCOLN 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 
60614-2389 
USA 


PARASITE 


THE MUTILATORS 
Edited by Rose G. Mandelsberg 
(Pinnacle) 


MASS MURDERERS 
Edited by Rose G. Mandelsberg 
. (Pinnacle) 


TORTURE 


KILLERS 2 


Edited by Rose C. Mandelsberg 
(Pinnacle) 


SPECIFIC INTENT 
O'Neil De Noux 
(Pinnacle) 


CROSSED 
Beverly 
(Warner 


You 


OVER 
Lowry 
Books) 


know what you want. And what you can afford. 
it's what you'll settle for fhat‘'ll pull you out of puberty 


and into the real worid, 


You woke up this morning with a hard on built for more 
And your dream was of a lovely little 
thing with razor blades jammed into her cunt. 
sex was ripped to ribbons and bathed in pain and blood and 
g£roped and fumbled and 
poked and peeled and pushed into that gorey fleshed up rat 
hole. You picked it apart. 


than just a piss. 


your fingers, 


and then your cock, 


And spread it wide. 


GORE 


split the edges and chewed and bit and. sucked. 


You came when the faceless black experience screamed.. 
Turned a headache into blinding white fuzz. 
Screams on screams and fucking terror and her pain; 
and pleading and more and more and again and again. 
liked it so much. Blank pig whore cunt. 
And you want it so fucking 


You 
you. It 
bad. 


Any cunt. Any straight edged razor. Maybe dull and rusty 
Any beast with lumps and a black hairy hole and 
shitty ass and too much make up and jagged smashed fucking 


and worn. 


was meant to be real. 


Wider. 


But 


Her disgusting 


And 


Just screams on 
begging 


It defined 


teeth and spitting and coughing out blood and farting, 


pissing, 


crying, screaming, praying, 


Cunts are a dime a dozen. 
Control is too expensive. 


Proxy. Weak and removed and grossiy unacceptable. 
Singing about it won't help. Politicizing it won't make it 
real. Reading about it will make it worse. 
at your age. 
Anything. 


nothing. 


Half way is less than nothing. 


Nothing at all, now, 


begging. 


Jerking off is 


It may be worth 
mentioning that 
CROSSED OVER by 
Beverly Loury was 
first published in 
hardcover by Knopf in 
August, 1992. The 
paperback version, 
just released by 
Warner, sees the 
original subtitle of 
'A Murder, A Memoir' 
replaced with ‘The 
True Story Of The 
Houston Pickax 
Murders'. 

Clearly, it wasn't 
Lowry's intention 
that her book be 
treated as just one 
of a million True 
Crime case redresses. 
But, after awhile, 
arguing over 
advertising is alot 
like saying that just 
'cause transvestites 
refer to each other 
(and fag hags and 
evety other woman 
who has the misfortune 
to cross their high 
heeled paths)as ‘Miss! 
that there's a 
genuine respect there. 
However, her fiction 
audience, her 
therapist and no 
doubt, Miss Lowry 
herself may appreciate 
the benefit of the 
doubt. 

Aphrodite Jones 
(ahem) does not seem 
to suffer these same 
pretentions. At least 
her publisher doesn‘t. 
CRUEL SACRIFICE is 
Jones* latest book 
and the newest release 
under the Pinnacle 


THE SIMPLE ACT OF BRUTAL MURDER IS NOT ENOUGH FOR SOME 
KILLERS. THEIR INSANE BLOODLUST CAN ONLY BE SATISFIED BY 
TORTURING THEIR VICTIMS UNTIL THEY BEG FOR DEATH 

and 

WHAT THEY. DID TO THE LITTLE GIRL WAS MORE THAN MURDER 
...AND LESS THAN HUMAN! 

fucking cheap cunts 

whores. easy fucking cunts 

bloody dirty begging crying cocksuckers. 

Don't believe it. Not here. Not in the ghetto. 

too much rap ...snoop doggy dog chasing some smelly fat 
black vagina pit. A11 fake stupid instinct. Blank going 
limp to hard and back again as fast as food stamps. Small. 
Simple. Stepped on. 

HE WOULD BE RAPED, THE SKIN PEELED OFF HIS BÁCK WITH 
PLIERS, HIS ARM AND JAW BROKEN, HIS NECK SLASHED, AND A LUG 
WRENCH PUSHED SO FAR UP HIS RECTUM IT WOULD PUNCTURE HIS 
LIVER. INCREDIBLY, GORDON'S ATTACKERS ALSO USED JUMPER 
CABLES TO LINK HIS GENITALS TO A CAR BATTERY, AND FOLLOWED 
THAT BY CLUBBING THEIR VICTIM ABOUT THE HEAD SO VISCIOUSLY 
THAT PORTIONS OF HIS SKULL WOULD BE FOUND FORTY FEET AWAY 
FROM WHERE THE KILLING OCCURRED. 

Fucking is for niggers. The hard on you got wants to 
fall in love. Give the bucket a name and a slice of your 
personality. Santa Claus. Third Eye. Would you like to come 
upstairs for a cup of coffee? 

Ah...dreams, The darling child closes his big blue eyes 
and drifts away. Up into the clouds and hugs of some sick 
sticky fat cock ramming in and out his tight cute mouth. 

THE BACK WOUND INDICATED THAT FHE VICTIM MIGHT HAVE 
BEEN STRUGGLING AND TWISTING ON THE BED WHEN HE SUSTAINED 
THE KNIFE THRUST IN THE BACK...THE BODY HAD BEEN SLICED 
OPEN IN THE FRONT FROM THE THROAT TO THE GROIN AND HAD BEEN 
CASTRATED...(HE) HAD BEEN STABBED AND SLASHED BEFORE AND 
AFTER HE WAS DEAD AND HAD BEEN KILLED IN A SLOW, 
MANNER. . 

Fag. Size queen pussy. Suck and swallow and spread, 

Not by a long shot. 

TORTURE KILLERS 2 has twenty-five stories of murder 
"from the pages of TRUE DETECTIVE MAGAZINE". So does THE 
MUTILATORS and MASS MURDERERS. Each title teils you the 
general gist of the stories included. Most stories are 
about twenty pages long. 

And even in the most base episodes of hormonal 
excitement and confusion, these low brow white trash brown 
paper bag scrawlings don't contain enough of anything you 
want. Too many niggers. Too much romance. Too much only 
outs. 

Twenty pages and a formula. Which is usually: the 
discovery of the body, the detective work and cheezy moral- 


izing of the cops and (if you're lucky) some of the victim's 


family, the hunt, capture and sentencing. The gore -the 
act- is always there but its effect ànd importance is 
missed due to the cheap n' cheerful detective focus. And 
regardless of what the covers pretend (ànd how embarrassed 
you would be to read this in public) this is not just a 
collection of fetishy autopsy photos or a sadistic, blood 
drooling feast. Everyone knows there's a typical and self- 
righteous veneer of good taste here. But the real problem 


PAINSTAKING 


True Crime imprint. 
And while the title 
may or may not be 
appropriate to the 
action contained 
within, it most 
definitely is 
appropriate to Jones' 
reporting style. 

Jones sets up at 
least seven tubby 
blubbery pigs -flops 
‘em up on a big 
dinner table, slashes 
their bulging, 
wobbly bellies open 
and lets the fat guts 
and blood spill and 
Splash every-fucking- 
where. And, 
surprisingly, there's 
alot of meat here. 
Four teenage girls 
(fifteen to seventeen) 
beat, torture, rape 
and eventually 
murder a twelve year 
old girl. Added to 
that viscious feast, 
you get an incredibly 
abusive sex-mad 
father and enough 
white trash mean- 
Spiritedness to stock 
more than a few 
desert carts. 

The best thing about 
this book -and it's 
what perfectly 
separates it from the 
rest (or most) of the 
Pinnacle pack- is that 
it doesn't condescend 
or over-sensationalize 
the lurid, ugly 
facts. And while the 
crime is tailor made 
for toothless appa- 
lachians everywhere, 
it shouldn't 
disappoint the more 
sensible murder and 
teenage sex fetishists 
among you. 

Jones has gone the 
extra distance with 
this crime. Covering 
the explosive action 
by looking at many 
different (and 


the girls and the fact that this is San Francisco that creates a decidedly 
evil soup of new age sexuality, pro-porn with limits feminism and lesbian 
madonna sanctity. 

And what you really get is the realization that not one of these cows seems 
to know where the fuck she is. It would only take a few seconds to take each one 
aside, wave a gentle finger and explain to them plainly: There is no sharing. 
These men don't connect with you, dolt. They cum on the floor and walk. They'd 
be happy with their daughter's baby mouth, their sister's skinny cunt or mud. 
Stupid and desperate and lonely and doggish. And if they're not, then they're 
here for the freak show. You want to share femalia with us? Show us a picture of 
your mother to let us know what you're gonna droop into. With your tatoos and 
clit ring and nigger boyfriend and crack habit. Who's gotta better chance of being 
here in five years? 

Same with porno. Porno the big business, that is. Gone are the days of Linda 
Lovelace and red hots and dog fucking gun shows. John Holmes' chainsaw drug 
addiction and AIDS fuck of Ciccolina. The new porn "stars" make alot of money. 
And only a few blow their brains out after drug binges. 

But these barking poodles and their trainers still evince a small appeal. 

It doesn't lie in their tight muscles and athletic stamina. In most cases it 
doesn't even lie in the money shots they more and more willingly perform (just as 
long as the cum hits the air first). Their empty headed prancing; their tarted 

up preciousness and ad hoc hollywood fantasies fill their lumpy cartoon bodies 
and, just like a cop who starts searching for cheap crack ass fucks, these new 
girls take their work home with them. 

To suggest that there is an actual awards show for porno films that exists 
beyond this video is just embarrassing. But the flesh props that pick up the 
awards during THE TENTH ANNUAL ADULT VIDEO NEWS AWARDS don't seem all that sure. 

giggly little Melanie Moore wins best supporting actress (video) and 
drunkenly drools: "I can't believe I won ...thanks for giving me a chance". 

Me? 

aging crows nest Ona Zee bleats: "Hey, this is for us" as she holds aloft her 
award for best supporting actress (film). 

Ashlyn Gere and Diedre Holland talk about biting down on the dildo during 
their dyke scene and Best New Starlet Alex Jordan coos: "Everyone just line up 
and I'll give you a big ol' hug and kiss...I'11 be around forever and ever ... 
god bless". 

Ashlyn Gere, again, this time winning for some other fuck n' suck thíng 
burps üp: "thank you to everyone that hired me" just before she too thanks god. 

Lovely. Fat siliconed to the sky fat lipped hollow cheeked doe eyed balloon 
assed cunts that hide in the day due to their clown status in real life. Use ‘em 
up. Shit 'em out. Seal 'em up and I hear real tits are coming back. Jug sized 
Scars and man made assholes are out grandma. Time to start injecting something 
else. 

The girls and boys strut and pout and cluck on missed cue and pretend to have 
a brain. And like the SF dancing chimps, they need to think they're doing 
something worthwhile. Giving these things a personality is one) a mistake and 
two) very difficult. 

You want a freak show with a little more meat on its bones? Look to GG Allin. 
To. describe GG as anything other than a freak would be a waste of time. And, 

4 the just: Anders -an Hour HATED documentary on his life wastes edd 


|pathat c- grappling for meaning. or “status beyond 
x the “SF farm. and its porno- -mother. 

assholes talking. about GG*s importance as 
“Of course, defining. Tock n’ roll or 
is beside the point here. 


sual fare. The sam 
that connects All 


is. a bigger poodle show than vaginal dancing. or filming. 

cheap, convenient. criticisms aside, what really is on display here is short 
bursts: “of GG playing in his shit, a vomit and piss sequence, and a couple chances 
to wallow in a drug addict's slow and total implosion. And Allin's damage and 


pitch black fat goth knows her pierced clit and wobbly 
dugs are an easy way to pay for her new Christian Death and 


Einsturzende Neubauten 


CDs. Or some collegiate slacker. 


mannequin wants to snort coke and tequila with her favorite 
bouncer/barback in the bathroom of her favorite techno E 
club and wants some yuppie's twisted tit dalliance to pay 


for it. 


Good for the girls. 
it for themselves. 


sisters doin’ 
ineptitude. ‘Cause the 


that the titted beast is a lesbian. 
at least doing quite well thank you. 


Absolutely. It's wonderful to see 
Making money off of manly 
tee hee, 
Or 


dick tuggers don't get it, 
Or rich. Or human. 
Her kid is safe at 


school in new clothes and teeth that your lonely pool of 


cum on the floor paid for. 


That fat clit push and press 


and wiggle means less than "doyouwantfrieswiththat" and a 


fuck of alot more money. 


at your biurry hard-on 
floors. 


So the new girrrls dance and parade. 
wish they could fuck them and dream of the chance. 


That ridiculous tongue wag pointed 
squeeze is easier than scrubbing 


And the new boys 
Or 


everyone pretends to live the dream there and then. 
And the old men leave. 


And the new girls don't care. 


‘Cause their tits won't 


spring hídeous blue veins shortly after they start to 


show their sag. 


Their cunt lips won't turn brown and 


wither and fuse tight and dry like old black and blue 


bruises. 


morning sickness. They 


And their pimples will pop and fade just like their 


can suck their pudgy bellies in and 


never turn so as to see their thick varicose veins in the 
mirror during those deep knee bends. 


Bright lights. 
dancer, 


And more than just pig dirty and pig washed; 


Quick clean floors and a new breed of 


it's a 


sparkling new philosophy. 

Some of the trollops that bump and grind and ripple at 
one of these new nineties-style flesh parlours in San 
Francisco have contributed their thoughts to a new book 


titled SOME OF MY BEST 
beasts are interviewed 
staff members from the 
questions to all seven 
of follow up questions 


FRIENDS ARE NAKED, Seven upscale 

and recorded by one of the male 

Club. He asks basically the same 
girls and it would seem from the lack 
that he merely provided the monsters 


with a printed questionnaire and a tape recorder. 


The author, 


gets questions like: 


Tim Keefe, 
is a feminist with a free-wheeling spirit, 
and charming sense of adventure. 
touch all aspects of naked gyrating femalia. 


is a friend to all the girls. He 
fresh attitude 
He wants to dig down and 


So the reader 


I WAS QUITE SURPRISED WHEN I FIRST HEARD THAT HEALING 


OCCURS HERE, 
CUSTOMERS. 
and 


WOMAN HEALING THEMSEVES, 
DESCRIBE WHAT YOU KNOW ABOUT THIS 


EACH OTHER, AND 


WHAT WOULD A SEXUALLY POSITIVE SOCIETY LOOK LIKE? 


instead of 


Do you think that in a couple years there's not a man 
here that'll pay to see your old gross pigness? 


and 


Why would & man want to look at something as disgusting 
as you (or your inner self) in the first place? 


The real problem with the book, 
Keefe's questions but the girls! 
hits on alot of possibilities. 


though, is probably not 
answers. Keefe actually 
But it's his closeness to 


life." 


"It's just that 
there has to be an 
atmosphere of respect, 
of mutual acknowledg- 
ment. I am not there 
to be your slave.I 
might be there to 
play out a role of 
being a slave, but 
that has to be 
acknowledged by 
respectful, enjoying 
interaction for that 
to be established. I 
enjoy looking at the 
customer as having 
fun, enjoying their 
bodies, and enjoying 
showing their bodies“ 


"UI'11 stroke the 
glass as though I'm 
stroking their face, 
and kiss at them, 
and talk to them. I 
have found, not so 
much at the theatre, 
but doing prostitus-' 
tion, that that is 
very healing." 


"It's frustrating 
when a customer won't 
look us in the eyes. 
Either they are 
ashamed or they don't 
want to give you 
personhood. They 
would rather see you 
as your body, and 
that's really 
insulting." 


"My fantasies are 
how it could be when 
I get a good inter- 
action, a healthy, 
warm, human sensual, 
sexual flow with the 
customer, Where they 
respected me and I 
respected them, and 
it was very up-front, 
very sexual, but 
clean, I use "clean" 
in a "no one tried to 
put anything over on 
anyone eise" kind of 
meaning." 


"I love to fuck men 


up the ass." 


is there's too much to sift through and not enough when 

you find something nice. Huge mounds of black, black shit 
and so few pearls. A11 the murders meld into one bíg ugly 
ghetto project. Like the ones in every city that you just 
drive by. And all the cops become one big fat asshole and 
his buddy left alone at their own side of the bar. There's 
just one corpse too. One huge body with more and more holes, 
more and more stains and dripping viscera. Less and less 


pain. 
Cheap reaction. Lab rats. Mental defectives. Niggers. 
Bores. Wastes. Fuck ups. Crack heads killing for dope. 


Ana} rape Sy broomstick and heated knife burns. 

Horse fucking homo tries to rape a ten year old, 
beats him to death with metal bar and concrete block. 

Two mexican devil worshippers want to see "what the 
inside of a girl looks like". 

Most dismemberment is for disposal. Like the husband 
who tossed his wife in acid and the fat son who kiiled his 
dad with a baseball bat. 

Chinese gambling house massacres. 

College students who can't handle the stress. 

Some stories just don't deserve to be told. And if they 
do, then doctors' 
half the story. 


then 


SPECIFIC INTENT is a sort of TRUE DETECTIVE story spread 


out to 370 pages. A spectacular, if not interesting and 
exciting» 6rifie,but typically light in sense and style. 
John Wille convinces his girlfriend and her fourteen year 
old daughter to get him (and a buddy) a little eight year 
oid girl, John fucks her. So does the buddy. They kill her. 
And fuck her again. A couple times each. John then kills 
the buddy and lets his girlfriend stab up the body. A11 of 
this, of course, happens in front of the fourteen year old. 
Just the tracking of the fourteen year old's mental 
destruction as she slowly discovers guilt, manipulation and 


REAL rape outside her trailer camp would scream out for more 


than the usual twenty pages. And the other elements of 
sadistic assault and brutal youth beg for more than 370. 
But, true to TRUE DETECTIVE style, this book delivers only 
on the promise of gore. Reluctantly. 

THE HITCHHIKER (John's buddy) MOVED TO JUDITH AND 
FORCED JUDITH TO PERFORM ORAL SEX ON HIM. WILLE TOLD 
JUDITH SHE'D BETTER DO IT RIGHT. AFTER A FEW MOMENTS, 
HITCHHIKER WITHDREW FROM JUDITH SAYING THAT SHE WASN'T 
DOING IT RIGHT. THE HITCHHIKER WENT BACK TO ATTACKING THE 
DEAD GIRL'S BODY WITH WILLE...SOME MINUTES LATER, WILLE 
WAS STILL ATTACKING THE DEAD BODY, THE HITCHHIKER WENT 
BEHIND WILLE, INSERTED HIS PENIS INTO WILLE'S ANUS AND 
SCREWED WILLE. 

O'Neil De Noux (please) serves up old soul food: Fatty 
and spicy and the cheap meat is hard to find, if not highly 
questionable. Vague on details. Virtually empty of insight. 
And riddled with silly red herrings and time wasters. 

To be fair though, you do get to spend some time with 
the mother of the deceased (SHE LOOKED PRECIOUS) as well as 
her sister and grandmother (I REALIZED THAT IF MAMA HADN'T 
GONE THIS WOULDN'T HAVE HAPPENED). 

But i*s the writer and his marketing style, 


THE 


rather than 


files and police reports will be less than 


equally lustful) 
aspects of the 
personalities involvec 
as well as the 
repercussions. It 
would have been easy 
to cover this crime 
with padding and 

mock moral outrage. 
Thankfully, Jones not 
only sifts through 

all the evidence (and 
with four individual 
trials and hearings 
there is a lot) but 
Seems to possess a 
keen, almost sadistic, 
arbiter's eye. 

The book begins 
with the murder of 
Shanda Sharer -a long 
drawn out death full 
of beatings and slow 
teenage female 
indecision that 
climaxes with the 
twelve year old being 
burned alive and 
crying for her 
mommy. After that we 
are allowed a livid 
peek into the life 
of Larry Loveless 
-the father of the 
crime's progenitor 
Melinda Loveless. 
Larry trolls through 
the book, stuffing 
his asshole (as well 
as his wife's) with 
vegetables and 
dildoes, raiding his 
girls' underwear 
collections and 
molesting just about 
everyone with a hole; 
young, old, willing 
or reluctant. Keeping 
the focus on sex, the 
reader also reads a 
large portion of the 
murderers' correspon- 
dence: letters filled 
with lesbian lust, 
cheap pubescent 
manipulation, self- 
mutilation and stupid 
innocence. 


that fails to separate the 
fuck it, 


the crime and its progenitor, 
action from the old white trash ethos of drink it, 
stab it. And run away. i 
Beverly Lowry is a real author. She makes her living 
from fiction and only turned to True Crime when (it seems) 
fiction couldn't accurately depict her very special needs. 
CROSSED OVER is about the "Houston Pickax Murders". 


About Karla Faye Tucker and her boyfriend Danny Garrett who, 


after a three day speed binge, attacked an acquaintance and 
his barfly girlfriend, killing them both in the obvious 
way. 
The sensation was that Karla said she came during the 
murders. 

Karla had a rough life. 
ten). Became a whore. Killed two people. 
friends with a writer. 

Lowry crosses Karla's tragedy with her own: that of her 
eighteen year old son being killed by a hit and run driver. 
Her son Peter was in trouble with the law at the time of 
his death and Lowry seems to see the whole mistake as 
somehow symbiotic with Karla's white trash sludge fest. And 
so CROSSED OVER becomes more than just Karla's story. It is 
two sad sacks commiserating. 

Lowry's intention may be noble. She befriends Karla and 
runs through her life story (as well as Peter's and Bev's) 
with sympathy and understanding that goes beyond the usual 
talk-show “victim abuser" cliche': 

DO I CREATE HER BY LIVING OUT HER LIFE AND THROUGH HER 
CRIME, OR IS SHE IN SOME WAY RE-CREATING WHO I AM BY 
EXPANDING MY WORLD, TAKING ME BEYOND WHAT I THOUGHT I 
KNEW? | 

Unfortunately, what Karla allows in place of outrage 


Drugs started early (heroin at 
Death row. Made 


and fear is nothing more than a mother's empty understanding 


nod and pat. Karla's father calls his wife a whore (which, 
in the literal sense, she is, as well as a drug addicted 
dick pig) and Bev just checks it. Karla states that her 
mother's death was a watershed event for her as she felt so 
extraordinarily close to her her whole life. But Bev is too 
good a friend by now to look at the damage there and so 

a full and correct portrait of Karla and her motivations is 
impossible. 

CROSSED OVER is very different from the TRUE DETECTIVE 
style. Well written with an artist's eye, Bev attempts to 
make the stories live beyond the details -which are 
basically, no more than typical TRUE DETECTIVE fodder. 
provides unique and intimate access to Karla -something 
TRUE DETECTIVE never even thinks about. But then it'S Bev's 
failure to see Karla as TRUE DETECTIVE might, that 
ultimately, lowers the crimes and the book to tacky pot- 
boiler status. 

Karla's life becomes just another notch on a busy bed 
post. Another morning on Geraldo. Another nineteen rats 
found in a pig sty apartment crack hole without diapers. 

Too many fucking niggers. 


She 
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Their original intention was to steal motorcycle parts. 


And, of course, 
Shanda's mother is 
there at the end of 
the book to voice 
her painful feelings 
at all the giris' 
trials: 

IT IS MY WISH FOR 
YOU THAT YOU LIVE 
WITH THE MEMORIES OF 
HER SCREAMS AND THE 
SIGHT OF HER BURNED 
AND MUTILATED BODY. 

The reader never 
finds out who exactly 
jammed a tire iron up 
Shanda's asshole but 
since the very last 
page of the book 
contains a revelation 
about gun-fucking, 
the reader can hardly 
complain about a 
lack of detail. 


MS magazine contin- 
ues it's thrust at 
being the very best 
porn rag ever with 
the publication of its 
Jan/Feb issue. Those 
who enjoyed their 
NEW TESTIMONY FROM 
THE RAPE/DEATH CAMPS 
REVEALS SEXUAL 
ATROCITIES BEING USED 
AS PORNOGRAPHY issue 
a couple months ago 
won't want to miss 
the new issue: 
PORNOGRAPHY -DOES 
WOMEN'S EQUALITY 
DEPEND ON WHAT WE DO 
ABOUT IT? 

Andrea Dworkin (of 
course) says: 

IT'S VERY HARD TO 
LOOK AT A PICTURE OF 
À WOMAN'S BODY AND 
NOT SEE IT WITH THE 
PERCEPTION THAT HER 
BODY IS BEING 
EXPLOITED, BECAUSE 
SO MUCH HAPPENS THAT 
WAY IN THIS CULTURE. 
I'S VERY DIFFICULT 
TO DRAW A LINE 
BETWEEN SENSITIVITY 
AND HYPERSENSITIVITY. 
and more. 


SOME OF MY BEST FRIENDS ARE NAKED 
Tim Keefe 
(Barbary Coast Press) 


TENTH ANNUAL ADULT VIDEO NEWS AWARDS 
(VCA Pictures Platinum) 

video 

FREAKS 
HATED 

directed by Todd Phillips 

(Film Threat video) 


There is a truly disgusting little section of NY's Time 
Square where two dollars buys you a feel of lanolin glazed 
whore tit. It's a peep show booth where the traditional 
glass partitions have been replaced with a small wooden 
slot big enough for your hand and arm and eyes. Rancid 
clipped and crimped cunt hair is four dollars. 


It's just not where any reasonably sentient person would 


want to be. 

But it is a perfect example of the primary mistake made 
in the buying and selling of sex. Which is based on the 
confusion men (or whatever) suffer over what they really 
want (or need) to do with their cocks. 

'Cause most of the queue are convinced that they've 
been relegated there due to some misfortune or inadequacy. 
That what they're looking for is nothing more than a quick 
vicarious fix -a cheap and, above all, available substitute 
for the real thing. Naturally, a feel is better than a 
look and -oh boy!- a hand job is really living. 

Never mind that some nigger junkie whore's bucket feels 
the same as your fat wife's or retarded sister's. Never 
mind that if some siliconed pump beast wipes her asshole 
the wrong way, she'11 stink the same way as a seventy pound 
crack head. They'll move different, moan different and see 
different movies but, unless you're under some delusion 
about love, mommies or respect, chances are good you're not 
sticking your dick in and rubbing your hands and tongue all 
over their sweaty rubbery personality. 

Arrested puberty: laziness disguised as confusion and 
desperation and explained away as loneliness. Willfully. 

But some of those in line will be above the tawdry end 
of the experience: The lowly human element trying to 
surreptitiously refurl their tongues as they check for 
stains on their pants and shirts. 

These soldiers are here for another reason. 

They're not in the same line. 

And they've got the tatoo to prove it. 

They're above the clumsy gymnastics and bar crawls and 
cold cable TV deconstructions. 

They're here to fucking share, 

They're here because the whole experience! the lust, 
the weak-knee'd need is honest and open and explained by 
pop-psych definitions of sensuality and humanism. 

It's a shiny new tribe down at the pull party these 
days. And it's only the disgruntled old men who miss the 
old days when the girls were ugly and wasted and blank. 
Needle 
have been replaced by trendy boredom and wide-eyed 
fascinated fake disinterest. Some newly liberated suburban 


marks and cellulite and bored but hateful disinterest 


Friendlier milking 
and feeding facilities 
mean the meat business: 
has changed. That 
fucking stench is a 
natural womanly 
beauty and those 
scabs and stretch 
marks are much more 
becoming in their 
honesty outside of 
unsightly make up 
cake mix number six. 
And in the meantime 
could you please 
splay your wretched 
earth mother sewer 
hole just a bit 
wider ...yes, yes, 

a wonderful example 
of love and form and 
those marvelous 

child bearing hips 
and full fat deposits 
and deep black 
wrinkles and spider 
veins are a 
celebration of your 
unique individuation. 


Your freedom is every 


woman's freedom. 
Why, I can see your 
soul up in that 
black fucking gut 
hole. 

And on the other 
Side of the glass is 
a thinking human. So 
say the girls of 
SOME OF MY BEST 
FRIENDS ARE NAKED: 


"I have to find 
vocabulary, pathetic 
is getting old. 
They're like strays. 
It reminds me of 
being at the Humane 


Society and seeing a 


bunch of dogs in the 
kennel. But these you 
don't want to take 
home. These are the 
ones that you want to 
send away to be 
destroyed." 


"Realizing that its 
not a wound, it's 
sacred drops, the 
wonderful elixir of 


ATTENTION 


SEXUAL ORIENTED 
MATERIAL ENCLOSED. 


PLEASE DISGARD IF 
NOT REQUESTED. 


NOT FOR SALE 
TO MINORS. 


PARASITE 


PARASITE 


A FATHER'S STORY 
Lionel Dahmer 
(Morrow) 


THE DEVIL AND MISS JONES 
Janie Jones 
(Smith Gryphon) 


THE DEVIL'S DAUGHTER 
Christine Hart 
(New Author Publications) 


DATELINE NBC 
transcripts: 1-800-777-text 
video: 1-800-420-2626 


FAMILY 
Membership is easy. 


Like faggots whose greasy dicking and dark drooly 
tonguing automatically enrolls them in the pc daytime drama 
club called Gay. Like niggers who've become African- 
Americans by their numb theft of some uncle tom cassette or 
Maya Angelou paperback. 

(Rat fat meat flies nittering and pricking around a flat 
saggy black womb. Drawn to the smell; parasites hungering 
at the stink and sweat and stick lipping and biting a feed- 
hole into home.) 

Like watching your girlfriend suck your cock and eat 
your cum. Mouth open and wet rubs and those lovely favor 


filled eyes looking up and sucking you in. Like your mom and 


dad fucking each other. 

(Those little gnats tickling and chewing at mama's thick 
wirey pubic nest and juicy inflamed red pig meat gash. Love 
and lust and need and help, the womb-eaters feed, fart and 
spew. They bathe in whatever personality is needed simply by 
reputations placed on them. Or their tackle. They live as 
children. Sons and daughters and MCI's friends and family 
and all just know they belong. Rut and suck; stay stupid and 
high on methane and blind and confused on gross dysgenics.) 

Like Jeffrey Dahmer's father. 

In between the time it takes you to figure out there's 
no difference between your harid and a hole and then a hole 
and a toilet, should be the realization that a womb is just 
another cunt. Should be. 

What can you expect from these more tenacious flies- 
these cuntlappers, these womb scabs? What can be gleaned 
from their experience of mindless, supposedly selfless, 
love? What do you see in the simple actualities of those 
marked, deformed and defined by others? Those whose person- 
alities belong to their weepy clawing, clinging and 
burrowing others -whose self-worth is determined by their 
close place in line. 

. Can you hope for details? Nearer to the cunt than most, 
one of those insects might just know what makes it worth 


The March 13th 
issue of SUNDAY 
MIRROR Shrieked 
“VieTIM'S HEADS AND 
LEGS WERE CUT OFF" 
("All the bodies ex- 
cept one had their 
fingers and toes 
chopped off. Some had 
their heads shaved. 
The body of Shirley 
Robinson, eight 
months pregnant when 
she died, was found 
separated from her un- 
born child. Murder 
Squad detectives fear 
victims may have been 
gagged, assaulted, 
strangled before 
being chopped up") 

On the llth, THE - 
SUN published an eight 
page PHOTO CASEBOOK 
that contained two 
full pages of 
GRUESOME DIG FOR THE 
BODIES. The next day 
THE GUARDIAN focused 
on "LAWYERS TRY TO 
CALL BACK THE PACK 
CIRCLING 25 CROMWELL 
ST." 

And somewhere some- 
one is sitting down 
to compose a letter 
to Paul West offering 
either advice or 
prayers. 

The April 4th TIME 
pronounces "AMERICA'S 
FASCINATION WITH 
SERIAL KILLERS IS 
REACHING AN ALL-TIME 
HIGH -AND MAY BE FUEL- 
ING THEIR DEADLY 


DEEDS! A February 


CHICAGO TRIBUNE 
preceded with "THE 
INTEREST IN MURDER 
MULTIPLIES. BUT SERIAI. 


plunging in a little deeper. Insight? Pain? À more refined, 
intimately crafted account of the person separate from 
cheap lies and airy speculation? À honed portrait based on 
experience rather than sound bÿte professionalism or quick 
fix sensationalism? Maybe even some grey area. Hardly. 

Because the first rule for these crabs is if they're 
going to live off someone else's blood and meat, then the 
only way to save face -public face geared to acceptance and 
reward- is to beg forgiveness in whichever inventive way 
they can. 

So access to a unique reality is sidelined in favor of 
commonality. Don't accept blame, only suffer misunderstand- 
ing. And dissect -or rationalize- only what the public has 
already masticated. Any new bon mots must be treated 
delicately; offered only as fresh excuses or as copyrighted 
buyer incentives. 


Jeffrey Dahmer is a bore. À victim cartoon. Or, at least, 


after seven or so books and fuck knows how much news time 
and print, that's the firmly planted picture of this drunk 
queer with maybe a bit too much time and not enough friends. 

But the idea of Dahmer's dad writing a book is exciting. 
The possibility that everything -fake, honest or impressive- 
ly inflated- hasn't been said about Jeffrey's thoughts, 
actions and lusts lays as much with Lionel as Jeffrey.. 

And if that is true, then A FATHER'S STORY is either a 
full length fib or just another sadly missed chance. Because 
there is little,:if anything, new here. 

Maybe the vultures just picked Jeffrey's corpse clean 
and dad's simply too late to shove his chunk at the camera. 
However, it hardly merits mentioning that this block of wood 
shouldn't be purchased for new details or anecdotes alone. 
Certainly, dad's feelings; his suffering and confusion and 
possibly, acceptance or even denial of how he created a 
monster, could be worth the peeking price. 

So you get dad talking about the bones and the homosex- 
uality (barely) and the cops and media and the alcoholism 
and shyness o.k.. And dad takes it on the chin. He shoulders 
the blame like the beefy fifties guy he wants to be through- 
out the whole book. Even lets you know he jerked off to big 
tits and fat asses, bub. But it's just lazy fabrication. 

On one hand it's as if Lionel wants you to say 'Ah, 
don't be so hard on yourself', while on the other, he 
patronizes the flimsy suburban stereotype of armchair hate 
and outrage. 

His descriptions of events with its 'I was there' tint 
always sounds as if he's telling you a story about a 1oud 
argument he had in a crowded restaurant -and he only wants 
to tell you about it before someone else does. You know he's 
leaving out the good, deeply personal, bits. 

And it goes without. saying that if Lionel is not telling 
you something new or exciting or, more importantly, real; 
then you wouldn't want to hear him. What is he? An absent 
father? A chemist? Him and his fucking wife and his ex-wife 
and his mother and god. Big deal. Cheap and embarrassing. 
The problem with these parasites is they confuse themselves 
with the foreground. 

MY SON HAD LIVED IN A HIDEOUS WORLD, BUT I COULD NOT SEE 
IT AS A WORLD THAT BORE ANY RELATIONSHIP TO MINE. INSTEAD, 
IT WAS AS IF I WERE BEING FORCED TO WATCH A HORROR FILM I 
DID NOT WANT TO WATCH, FROM WHICH I ONLY WANTED TO ESCAPE. 


And despite Lionel's sloppy self-deprecating dedication 


KILLER BUFFS SAY IT'S 
NOT A CRIME TO BE 
FASCINATED WITH THE 
DARK SIDE OF HUMAN 
NATURE". 

Axl Rose and Manson. 

And those cheezy T- 
shirts. 

Comic books. 

And neat little fan- 
zines -with or without 
moral bias- that scare 
your mother and 
impress your buddies. 

Dear Peter: 

Would you like to 
trade video tapes? 
I'm currently looking 
for child or rape 
porn, but I'm also 
interested in shit anc 
piss. I've enclosed 
my list of gore movies 
and TV documentaries. 

Joyce Carol Oates: 
SERIAL KILLERS in the 
March 24th NEW YORK 
REVIEW OF BOOKS. 

You know somewhere 
else, right now, 
there's a guy on his 
knees with his mouth 
stuffed full of cock. 
His eyes are closed, 
his jaw is stretched 
and his neck tight 
and bent. His tongue 
tries to slide along 
the warm thick shaft 
that jams quicker and 
harder between his 
lips and into his 
throat, but cannot. 
Instead he just mimics 
noises and motions to 
pretend he's licking 
something. 

Whatever his hands 
are doing is unclear. 
He could be playing 
with the guy's balls 
or fingering his ass- 
hole or maybe just 
jerking himself off. 
Maybe just picking 
and scratching at the 
gumwads stuck to the 
floor that's making 
his kneecaps burn. 

But we'll never 
Know. Cause the 


WAS CRYING, AND THE MAN WAS ALL OVER HER, POKING HER AND 
PUTTING IT IN HER MOUTH. SHE WAS FEELING REALLY SICK, AND 
SHE JUST KNEW SHE WAS GOING TO DIE. 

Ruth Finley's story is as incredible as most child abuse 
stories get these days. But no silly satan rituals and baby 
eating and, at least some, however slight, corroboration. 

Ruth suffered from disassociation (oh dear) rather 
than fully blown schizophrenia, all starting from episodes 
of child molestation by a neighbor way back when. Her 
disassociation was so severe that Ruth created a villian to 
harass her -literally. She wrote threatening letters to 
herself and cops and TV news crews under the guise of "The 
Poet". Even went so far as to stab herself in the back, 
mail herself shit and piss and just generally suffer around 
the house. 

And, once again, as with almost all child abuse tales, 
the psychotherapy takes center stage. And, as always, it all 
sounds rather impossible. Safety vague and expensive. 

Honesty and believability is a problem here. However, 
as it is most possible that all of Ruth's actions stem from 
a simple lack of attention, it is nonetheless an attractive 
and torturous string of episodes whatever the reason. 

And if the crimes are no more than psychodrama, they 
are still unique and inventive: 

I CAN'T EVEN YELL I'M DYING. I HOPE I DIE ALL THE STINK 
AND NOISE AND HURT ON MY NOSE AND TEETH. MY TEETH ARE GONE. 
I WANT TO BE A CLEAN LITTLE GIRL IN MY CLOTHES..THE BOOK IS 
BLACKER AND ALL THE PAGES ARE FULL. I HURT ALL OVER. I WANT 


Four) follows what can 
only be described as 
the Aileen Wournos 
circus around Florida 
and captures it all 
with his three man 
crew, camera and mike. 
It's almost MAN BITES 
DOG come to life. 

Mr. Broomfield keys 
on the parasites that 
surround Aileen and 
dregs up incredible 
Stuff. A shyster law- 
yer and an adoptive 
religious mother 
(who, naturally, met 
Aileen by writing to 
her in jail) are 
shown in all their 
brainless, greedy 
glory. 

The movie purports 
to be more of an 
expose on the media 
-and information on 
HARD COPY and CURRENT 
AFFAIR et al's sleazy 


MY DADDY. MY BACK IS GONE WITH MY LEGS AND MY HANDS. I'M ALL dealings are included- 


GONE SOON. BAD STUFF TO EAT IN MY MOUTH. IT IS ROTTEN AND 
NASTY AND I WANT SOME AIR AND MY DADDY. 

Ruth, now an old retiree, continues to wash her hair 
twice a day at least. And, yes, it's because her molestér 
cummed in her baby hair again and again. And he stuck keys 
up inside her. Right, so she can never come across a key 
without one of those dirty little flashbacks. 

LITTLE GIRL FLY AWAY was written with the full coopera- 
tion of both Ruth and her miracle-working therapist. So, 
true or not, the story doesn't suffer from a lack of detail. 

Ruth's past history is pieced together through her 
therapy sessions, with the weird manifestations taking a 
second place to the childhood rape attacks. 

Your uncle will enjoy LITTLE GIRL FLY AWAY much more 
than SECRET LESSONS. So will your mother. So will Don Weber 
-if for no other reason than it'll make his job alot easier 
next time. 
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but nothing you don't 
already know. But, in 
reality, it's a brutal 
romp through the 
backwoods 
personalities that 
flock to these crimes. 

Like the filmmaker 
himself. Like Janie 
Jones and Christine 
Hart. And Lionel 
Dahmer. 

NB: For those of yov 
who care more about 
Screwing and choking 
young men, a forth- 
coming issue of THE 
NEW YORKER (April 18) 
is due to feature a 
new interview with 
John Gacy. For those 
of you who want to 
know about the weather 
in Illinois or the 
food in prison, you 
only have to May 10th. 
Which is when Gacy is 
Scheduled to finally 
be put to death, 
having exhausted all 
his appeals now. 


Like: the crimes, these 


THIS S.0.B. IS WORSE THAN WE THOUGHT. HE NOT ONLY losers have really no 
VIOLATED HIS POSITION OF TRUST AS A TEACHER, BUT HE other reason to 
VIOLATED THIS GIRL'S TRUST AS A BABYSITTER. WHAT A SLIME! write. And, with one 
HOW LOW CAN SOMEONE GET? IT WAS ALL I COULD DO TO SIT exception, none of 
THERE AND MAINTAIN MY PROFESSIONAL DEMEANOR WHEN SHE these goofs try to pin 
DESCRIBED THIS GUY HAVING SEX WITH A THIRTEEN YEAR OLD Gacy down or even 
STUDENT ON HIS PARENTS' BED. mention the only 


So says Pam Klein, director of the Rape and Sexual Abuse reason to pay 
Care Center at Edwardsville, Illinois, about one Richard Van attention to the gross 
Hook; a teacher convicted of molesting nine teenage students lonely pig. Having 


and the subject of SECRET LESSONS. said that, however, 
Mr. Van Hook's plight and pleasures are covered by Don the exception -a 
W. Weber and Charles Bosworth, Jr. for the length of this rather inventive perv 
made for TV reject. SECRET LESSONS is the story of the with a couple names 
investigation, arrest and trial that caused Richard Van and an entertaining 
Hook to commit suicide, all the while protesting his use of euphemisms- 
innocence. One of the authors, Don Weber, was the DA that only underlines the 
pursued and prosecuted Van Hook. ridiculousness of the 
Van Hook didn't fuck all of the girls. Some only book by suggesting the 
complained of cops and gropes. But, of course, who really sadly unrealized 
knows? We can hope (like your mother and Don Weber) that the possibilities of the 
girls weréntt damaged that severely. Or we can hope (like others. True to form, 
your uncle and Don Weber) that what was done to these Gacy's replies to 


girls had to be the worst thing in the whole world. When Van him aren't included. 
Hook stuck (RAMMED, FORCED, STUFFED) his tongue in a budding Like Christine Hart, 
teen's mouth, or felt (PULLED, GRABBED, SQUEEZED) another's sometimes the fans 
breast... one can only hope and pray that the girls can can't help but draw 
somehow get over it. out the best in 
Maybe the lawsuits against the school board will help. people. No matter how 
The truth is, the reader of SECRET LESSONS won't give hard they try. 
a fuck who gets better, falls into a life of homeless split AILEEN WOURNOS: THE 
personalities, or becomes a hard nosed executive with a SELLING OF A SERIAL 
hatred for men. And that's cause the book is written by the KILLER is a new film 
very image conscious State's Attorney and filled with every currently making the 


cowboy cliche ever thought up to help explain the (very rounds of America's 
questionable) reasons he cares so much for the little people.arthouse theatres. 
Van Hook is the enemy. And Weber is the knight in shining Ms Wournos has never 
armor with the kind heart and dirty face. been a subject for the 
And the crimes may or may not be as bad as they seem. hoi polloi. Her image 
And Van Hook may or may not have committed them. But when as the first female 
Weber concedes: | serial killer or 
IF RICHARD VAN HOOK WAS PLACED ON PROBATION AND NEVER feminist icon are 
COULD TEACH AGAIN -CONFESSED AND DISGRACED- (THEN) EVERY- both only part of the 
ONE COULD FEEL THAT JUSTICE WAS DONE. fun. In fact, even 


you know you're in for a long haul filled with crying girls those of you who find 
you don't believe, mothers' outrage formed from boredom more her entertaining as,an 
than hate, cops and lawyers full of the usual fat self- extreme abuse victim 
aggrandizing shit and teens that lost their virginity with- (and whether you're 
out the flowers and sparks and songs that always follows a outraged or excited 


back seat youth bang. by that) will find 
Unlike LITTLE GIRL FLY AWAY which, to place far too something new in this 

fine a point on it, legally speaking, is what a Kid fuck movie. Something 

should be: completely different 


"SO NOW THE MAN'S IN BED WITH THE LITTLE GIRL, AND IT'S and separate from the 
TERRIBLE," SHE SAID. "IT'S REALLY TERRIBLE. THE LITTLE GIRL three extant biograph- 


WANTED TO LEAVE, BUT SHE COULDN'T. SHE WAS SO FRIGHTENED. ies and, surely, the 
THEN IT GOT WORSE. IT'S LIKE, WELL, HE'S POKING HER WITH A six or so to come. 
STICK. THE LITTLE GIRL DIDN'T THINK MUCH ABOUT WHAT THE Filmmaker Nick 


STICK WAS BECAUSE AT THAT POINT SOMETHING ELSE HAPPENED. YOU Broomfield (from 
SEE, THE LITTLE GIRL NOW KNEW THAT SHE WAS GOING TO DIE. SHE Britain's Channel 


to "rethink not only my relationship with Jeff but with the 
acts he carried out" you can trust that Lionel is no differ- 
ent now than he was when he didn't give a rat's ass over 
what, who or how his son fucked. 

The best you can hope for is for something to slip 
through the cracks of Lionel's weary exculpating. And, true 
to form, the best incident of that is when the father steps 
(or is wrestled) aside and shuts his mouth. DATELINE NBC 
helped Mr. Dahmer promote his book by featuring it on a half 
hour segment this past month. Of course, Lionel had to bring 
Jeffrey along as part of the deal. In between Lionel reading 
bits of the book and condensing his wife's drug pumping and 
errant youth excuses into over-rehearsed characterizations, 
Jeffrey is allowed a few choice moments. And, surprisingly, 
it is to anchorman Stone Philips' credit that he manages to 
elicit more from Jeffrey about the crimes and reasons than 
Lionel ever cared to. Stone has the sense to ask Jeffrey 
the questions directly rather than through the old acolyte 
who sits between them. Jeffrey admits to the sexual aspect 
of his murders -citing the cannibalism and dismemberment as 
particularly stimulating only after Stone poses the question 
specifically. And while Jeff mimics the Freudian camp fed 
to him by psychologists (aüd, no doubt, his father and his 
press agent) about his motivation being control and 
compulsion, blah, blah; again it's Stone's probe that 
produces "Lust paid a big part in it". 

Stone also allows Jeffrey's mother to rebut some of her 
ex-husband's charges. In fitting summation she mumbles "I 
ask the universe why would this be allowed to happen". Mom 
says she has no answers but that she is also writing a book. 
Fortunately, the show was broadcast before her suicide 
attempt. 

Janie Jones' book is cut from the Same mold. Her story 
of Myra Hindley is based on their relationship and is 
therefore heavily biased. But to explain that bias she has 
to tell you her life story. That the reader couldn't give a 
fuck about Janie or her life without Myra doesn't seem to 
matter. 

But Janie does. have a nice twist. And it is perhaps the 
frustration of her hedging on the facts of her life that 
ultimately, oddly, makes THE DEVIL AND MISS JONES so 
disappointing. | 

Janie's well into sex. And better than that (or so she 
says), she's less interested in having it than in knowing 
about it. Who's fucking who and how, etc. The first half of 
her book is spent on her life as an almost-ran. Apparently, 
quite popular (briefly) in England as a pop singer and later 
notorious as a Call girl madam for show biz middle-grounds, 
Ms Jones is quick with charming anecdotes and gushy sixties- 
style pomp and puffery. Unfortunately, she denies the 
charges of hooker support and blackmail that led her to a 
seven year prison sentence and thus clouds the book with 
high camp morals, smiley kisses and ass caning as opposed 
to sleazy cum soaked shitholes and lipstick stains. 

She also suffers from an intensely over-inflated sense 
of self -enveloping everything from psychic flashes to 
"gaze upon my beauty if you must" womanhood. And this 
combined with her protestations of naivety and innocence 
leaves absolutely no room for any real discussion of sex or 
sex matters. The chance is forever lost. Someone with such 
unique exposure could certainly add something new to the 
canon of sex murder. She, who has spent so much time enjoy- 


photographer only 
caught the action 
around the gnawed 
balls. Concerned more 
with either dick-size 
or suck technique, 
the gritty photog 
never considered your 
burning interest in 
the fag's hands. And 
he didn't even stop 
to think that you 
might have developed 
a party game whereby 
you discern motiva- 
tions by examining 
facial expressions on 
the suckee. Clenched 
teeth, half hitched 
eye, slight blush and 
brow sweat... Anythinc 
could be possible, but 
unfortunately, that 
world is now forever 
closed to you. 

So you'1l just have 
to pretend. 

Guess. 

Imagine you're there 
-what shall you be 
today: the top, the 
bottom, the photogra- 
pher or maybe the 
innocent wife waiting 
up for the shock of 
loveless ass rape? 

And how 'bout those 
Benetton ads? 

That very sexy 
diaper commercial... 

Claudia Schiffer and 
David Copperfield. 
Ryan White and Westley 
Allan Dodd. Andrea 
Dworkin and an ass 
egg. 

But it's all too 
easy to constantly 
complain about limited 
or censored access. 
Just as it is about 
empty advertising. 
And, when the focus 
switches from the 
seedy celebrity to the 
safe, vicarious thrill 
seeking fan,.is it 
possible that it's 
just another in a lona 
line of excuses and 
rationalizations? 

Is your interest, 


ing the exploits of rich degenerates and hedonists finds 
herself face to face and friendly with someone who killed 
children strictly for pleasure. 

So the reader is again relegated to a pathetic search 
for details and dirt. And, even there, the author fails to 
deliver. Regurgitated information -nothing that hasn't been 
covered in the fifteen strong library of Ian and Myra books 
or the almost daily newspaper articles that continue to 
this day. Janie discusses meeting Myra in prison, initially 
hating her (as would be expected of such an upstanding 
socialite), then their friendship, and finally, their tiffy 
parting. Myra, Janie contends, fooled her into believing 
that the murders were Ian's fault and that she was, 
ally, just another of his victims. When Myra finally helps 
police find the body of Keith Bennett, Janie says she saw 


through the lies and felt deceived and used. And, of course, 


Myra was back to evil again. Janie, out of prison for some- 
time now, never stops to imagine that Myra had to lie due 


to continuous threat of attack in jail. Or that now that the 


truth is out, maybe something revelatory or worthwhile can 


be approached. No, her sense of betrayal is too much and her 


perfumed fur hanging personality is brought to full hyster- 
ia. It's almost depressing. 


In the same way that Janie's and Lionel's ugly personal- 


ities block whatever real access they ever had, Christine: 
Hart's personality serves as a funnel. She presents as: 
skewed à reality as the other two authors but, owing 
either to her particular connection to the subject or the 
subject's very special personality, THE DEVIL'S DAUGHTER 
presents the reader with wonderful fare. 

Briefly, a young English girl stuck in a nasty foster/ 
orphan situation finds herself drawn to Ian Brady's 
similar upbringing and sense of tragedy, She writes to Ian 
in prison and finally, years later after much difficulty, 
receives a reply. A correspondence builds while the girl's 
life goes from bad to worse -due in no small part to the 
heated and angry response to her relationship with Ian. 
Fleet Street gets wind of her, chews her up, spits her out 
and she has to flee to New York. Somewhere along the line 
the possibility of her actually being Ian's daughter is 
raised and put paid to. | 

Typically, Christine stumbles through her life -just as 
Lionel and Janie whinge- innocent and unbearably exposed. 
Her liasons are almost exclusively ugly and one-sided, her 
fragile girlish personality always ripped and shredded to 
pieces by cruel inconsiderates and abusers. Certainly, some 

will find Christine's teenage exploits and grave mistakes 
exciting. Others boring. But since the worth of the book 
lies with Ian Brady and Christine's bumbling doesn't detract 
from or hide a fresh insight into Ian's world, presenting, 
as it does, that world largely through Ian's own words, THE 
DEVIL'S DAUGHTER pays off. 

It is unfortunate, however, that so few of Brady's 
letters have been included unexpurgated. There seems to have 
been quite a large number but Brady's solicitor has made an 
attempt to have all actual words from Brady excised from 
the work. But what there is is worth alot. Ian Brady 
presents a formidable figure. À libertine with the sense to 
examine the world rather than rail against it. A man dis- 
turbed by his situation but yet respectful of his urges. So 
much so, that his current situation might be seen as less 
tragic than that of a fearful self-imprisonment in untested 


emotion- 


or fascination, with 
incarcerated liber- 
tines morbid? À lust- 
ful masturbatory 
dalliance based on 
your attraction to 
hurting children and 
their cuntful mothers? 
Or perhaps you need a 
personality -a 
reactionary, private 
rebellion based on 
your alienation and 
uncoordinated misfit 
status at school or 
work? Is it psychotic? 
Chemical? Worst of 
all, could you be 
involved with a 
deconstruction of 
media muscle? Is 
getting a date a 
problem, Diogenes? 

I bet you're a closet 
homosexual ...or a 
full blown self-hatinc 
one ...or a happy 
homo with a big(ger) 
hole fetish. 

How do you explain 
all the morons who 
write to John Gacy? 
Otis fucking Toole or 
Ramirez? MORE LETTERS 
TO MR. GACY (Myco) 
may help you answer 
the question of who 
but probably not the 
why. The second volume 
of "Selected Corre- 
spondence of John 
Wayne Gacy" picks up 
where the first 
(THEY CALL HIM MR. 
GACY) left off. Which 
is in some weird grey 
area closer to 
autograph hunting 
guides and bad punk 
rock bands than it is 
to boy fucking snuff 
porno or true crime 
histories. 

The catch is MORE 
LETTERS is actually a 
very entertaining 
book. And a very 
worthwhile addition 
to the annals of crime 
history -if that's the 
control favorite of 


yours. Certainly, a 


b 


and unlived vaters. E more accurate portrait 
Brady's letters to Christine are full of references to of Gacy, you're 
Dostoevsky, Nietzsche and Sade and it's clear that for all unlikely to find. And 
the years he's lived (the last twenty-five or so in prison), a more detailed cross- 
Brady has struggled with a real sense of existentialism -an section of murder fans 
intricate inspection of his personality and its place. And is simply unavailable. 
it's a testimonial to Brady's character that the importance The problem with MORE 
of THE DEVIL'S DAUGHTER ites not in the details or hysteria LETTERS, then, is that 


of his crimes nor is it marred by the same. all its worth is. 
found between the 


lines and beneath the 


4 ici dade M 
(Onyx) sociological overview 
LITTLE GIRL FLY AWAY We E 5d 

Gene Stone . I RIENDS Kinda like pointing 
(Simon & Schuster) and giggling at a 


retard tripping off a 
Such a wonderful time it was. Remember? Remember honey...school bus. 


when we just lied there for...what was it...it must've been Gacy says the same 
hours...when we just held each other. And we were so shit over and over 
sweaty and tired but exhitarated and...I don't know it was and over: "80% of what 
just...beautiful, magic. It was so special to me. And us. is known about me is 
Those others. They can't do what you do. Uh uh...they fantasy and fraud". 
were just...you know, fucks. When we...you know, have sex He constantly denies 
...make love...it's so much more. I mean, I know it sounds the crimes, drives 
cliche but, honest to god, it's true, isn't it? I mean, and, honestly, fits 
having sex with you is so different...it's cause we're in the stereotype he 
love. You're such an angel. I really love holding you and looks like -a fat 
feeling you and being inside you and...you know, like being polack from a 
part of you...being one together. Chicago suburb who 
And she closes her eyes and dreams...yes it is true. knows more about 
And so does he and, goddammit, he means every word. fixing a Weber grill 
Fucking is such fun. It can be fun and rough and dirty than getting the most 
but tender or transcendental or cathartic or sport or out of a howling 
angry or hateful or giving or apologetic or mmm...loving. teenager. His replies 
Expensive. Cheap. Lazy. Foolish. Sick. to the letters he gets 


And your lover might really like it in her ass. And she become quickly tire- 
likes the way sperm tastes. Cause it's yours. And when she Some and the reader 


spits it back in your mouth it's a very important, very will find more VFM 
daring, very compassionate moment. in his fans. 

And that smell on your finger. Those bruises on your Who also become 
knees. That crab on your cock just didn't matter at the tiresome. The media 
time. letters -from ali the 

There's the weight gain you don't mind now. The saggy talk shows, magazines: 


jello flat sucked out hairy stretch marked beaten cow dugs and celebrities you 
and that slimy stinking sweat matted hair hole and I gotta can imagine- are, at 


get the lights on so I can watch that hog blow me. least, understandable. 
How 'bout if we titty fuck? How about if you use your They know what their 
tongue just a bit more? I honestly think you should swallow audience wants.: The 
or quit talking like that. Or grab your tits or wear this nerds who write to 
dildo and pretend you're a man, there's nothing wrong with buy Gacy's boring 
it, is there? You know I can share this with you 'cause Kitsch paintings and 
we're in love...your sister looks like she's been working ask questions about 
out. "the truth" just line 
It's a simple thing. up for a fan's 
Made complicated. glance. Gacy's infamy 
Like, for example, when it involves little girls. gives them a badge to 
Like ask, for example, the State's Attorney for his needle their enemies 


opinion. And then your lonely fat uncle. And that big guy with. Since they know 
at the end of the bar. Gacy won't own up to 
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EVERY MOTHER'S NIGHTMARE 
Mark Thomas 
(Pan) 


THE SLEEP OF REASON 
David James Smith 
(Century) KP 
RE-EXAMINING THE EVIDENCE (2/6/94) 

APPROACHING THE TRUTH (2/13/94) 

Gitta Sereny 

(The Sunday Review, The Independent On Sunday) 


THE POST MORTEM HAD SHOWN THAT JAMES HAD DIED FROM 
SEVERE HEAD INJURIES. THERE WERE MULTIPLE FRACTURES OF THE 
SKULL, CAUSED BY A SERIES OF BLOWS WITH HEAVY BLUNT OBJECTS. 
DEATH HAD OCCURRED SOME TIME AFTER THE INJURIES WERE 
INFLICTED, BUT BEFORE THE TRAIN HAD SEVERED THE BODY. 

THERE WERE WOUNDS ALL OVER THE FACE AND HEAD; MORE THAN 
20 SEPARATE BRUISES, SCRATCHES, ABRASIONS AND LACERATIONS. 

A PATTERNED BRUISE ON THE RIGHT CHEEK SUGGESTED A BLOW FROM 
A SHOE. THE LOWER LIP HAD BEEN PARTLY PULLED AWAY FROM THE 
JAW, PERHAPS BY A BLOW OR A KICK. 

THERE WERE BRUISES, AND SOME CUTS, AROUND THE BODY, ON 
THE SHOULDERS, CHEST, ARMS AND LEGS. THERE WAS NO CONCLUSIVE 
EVIDENCE OF ANY SEXUAL ASSAULT, BUT THERE WAS A SMALL AREA 
OF HAEMORRHAGING IN THE PELVIS, NEAR THE RECTUM, AND THE 
FORESKIN APPEARED 'ABNORMAL'; IT SEEMED TO HAVE BEEN PARTLY 


PULLED BACK. THERE WERE LINEAR ABRASIONS ACROSS THE BUTTOCKS, 


BUT THESE MIGHT HAVE BEEN CAUSED BY THE BODY BEING DRAGGED. 
-David James Smith, THE SLEEP OF REASON. 


After awhile it's so tight down there you can't even 
breathe. The pressure on your shoulders presses the pressure 
inside your head and back behind your eyes. 

And thatdumbnigger that leans across the table and looks 
you in the face knew every button to push and checked off 
every blank in his book before you even sat down. 

Thatdumbnigger is going to tell you how he does his job. 
What it means to him, his family and the society he cares so 
much about. And especially to the kids here in these 
pictures. Responsibility he mumbles. 

And you're thinking he's as much a pervert as you. He's 
a bigger pervert than you. Everyday he's poring through 
pages and pages of little tiny tight mouths crammed to the 
edges of their skinny stretched porcelain faces with thick 
hard cock and screaming tear streaked babies on the naked 
laps of fatty Danes and bent pale faggots. Chubby Mexican 
boys smiling and pointing and bewildered. Laughing blonde 
cuties sitting spreadeagled on a cheap couch somewhere. 

But you knew that before. And it did you no good. 
Hanging the similarities and differences between your tastes 


PARASITE 


Maybe you can't 
fault Gacy. Not like 
you can the geeks who 
write him. Sixteen 
years of a jailcell 
'til you die could 
certainly be one of 
the best excuses for 
writing to every 
moron you can. 
Especially, if you're 
going to try and 
convince every one of 
them that you're 
innocent. Under the 
circumstances, what 
else have you got to 
do? 

Of course, it would 
be nice if Gacy would 
just come clean in 
the end. Tell what got 
him off and how he'd 
love to do it again. 
And drop all the god 
bullshit and what 
else was he going to 
do with his freetime? 
I fucked and murdered 
thirty-three young 
boys and men just 
'cause I liked to 
hear them scream and 
cry and beg for mercy. 
I like the way they 
bent when i rammed a 
shit-covered dildo 
in their assholes and 
the way they burned 
when I beat the fuck 
out of them. I liked 
to cum in wet, bloody 
mouths and I really 
like it when I see 
their fat mothers on 
TV crying about how 
their kids weren't 
queer. They were when 
they died, cunt. 

But the chances are 

lim. 

Mavbe, then, you car 


on hypocrisy, desperation, moralism, denial, gay liberation, 
domineering mothers or simple genetics and lack of brain 
celis is as sad as it is safe, convenient ‘and isolated. 

Anotherdumbnigger wants you to know he won't tell anyone 
if the detectives that handcuffed you wrong were to knock 
you down that flight of stairs. 

Yetanotherdumbnigger pats you down and, loudly, wants to 
know if you got any more of those kiddie pictures on you. 

The truth isn't down to degree. 

Or luck. 

Or sense. 

The fat guy that wants to suck your dick. The one that 
wants to be pissed on and fucked hard up his ass, the ugly 
one that wants to rim and taste your shit. Whose ruddy 
complexion, acne scarred and bloated over fed beer face 
wants to be smeared with spit-wet cock and sweaty pubic hair 
stink. He wants his bulging hanging flab slapped and a heavy 
leather boot stomped on his back and his cotton mouth filled 
with clammy drops and spurts of thick piss soaked cum. He 
wants cigarettes burned out in his ass and the biggest, 
thickest fist he can find fucking jammed all the way up to 
his throat. i 

And he'11 return the favor motherfucker. 

You want to suck this here stubby fat cock, you want to 
suck and swallow some greasy ass juice and runny shit cum? 
You want me to punch your face in fag, you want to bend over 
and grab your ankles while I yank these hanging balls 
straight out of your sac? 

This desperate fat queen's been around too long. His 
wife doesn't care more than she doesn't know and all his cop 
buddies understand but not to each other. Too long on the 
wrong side of the glory hole only lasts so long before these 
rutting pigs want more than pretend. 

Chased the motherfucker through sixteen fucking yards. 
Motherfucker hit right in the face. Motherfucker's got a 
Cock like a fucking horse. 

You gimme six feet boy. You stay right over there and 
make sure I can hear your answers. I don't want no child 
abusing motherfucker up by my desk, you understand me? 
What's your full name and spell it. 

Lotsmoredumbniggers wanna get their hands on you. 

Lotsmoredumbniggers hope you make it to their section. 

Lotsmoredumbniggers line up and follow suit. They open 
their yellowy Cataract eyes and get right behind the other 
thick monkey stereotype. Drool some shit, tuck it in and 
head back home to their dirty fuck hole pit. 

Dad's liking mom less and less these days. She's let 
herself plump out. Huge matted blue and brown varicose 
veins snarl their way up her meaty calves and wiry black 
hair sticks out all over her ankles and toes. And her arm 
pits, her fatty wobbly belly and her flat wrinkled old 
nipples. She sags and burps and farts and laughs right up 
his spine. 

But dad knows how to 
winner either, he thinks 


Stay fair. Christ sake, I'm no 
and smuggles a PENTHOUSE into the 
bathroom. Pays his cable bill. The video is nice when he 
gets a quiet evening and there's always Lake Street and 
Cicero -which he immediately regrets every time and swears 
he'll never be back again. 

He keeps it in check. Tries to be careful, tries to 


consider all the options and possible legal problems. She's 
a good woman and I love her -giving her AIDS or gonorrhea 


fault Gacy. If just 
for bad entertainment. 
The worst scenario 
would be if he's 
really convinced him- 
self of all the shit 
he's spewed for so 
long now. Could he 
really be no more than 
the fat jagoff he 
pretends to be? So 
full of himself that 
he'11 die still trying 
to impress everyone 
just for effect? Can 
he really be such an 
average bore? 

A lengthy interview 
in THE NEW YORKER 
this month points that 
way, unfortunately. 
And another in 
EXPRESSIONS OF DREAD 
pounds the last nail 
in his coffin. 

ON HIS EXECUTION'S 
EVE, À SERIAL KILLER 
BREAKS HIS SILENCE 
promises the April 


18th New Yorker. Their 
reporter, Alec 
Wilkinson, talked to 


Gacy over six visits 
-two lasted a little 
more than an hour, 
and four for between 
five and six hours 
each. 

And Gacy is his 
usual, professional 
drip self. The same s 
stories, excuses, 
denials and rational- 
izations. But, for 
once, the author pins 
Gacy down. Not as 
much as you'd probably 
like, but more than 
any sycophantic art- 
collector/autograph 
hound has ever tried. 

TALKING TO GACY 
REQUIRES PATIENCE. HE 
DOESN'T LISTEN TO WHAT 
YOU SAY, AND CONSIDER 
IT, AND THEN RESPOND. 
HE MERELY DEFENDS 
HIMSELF. 

There is a perverse 
pleasure to be had in 


post-crimes Gacy. The 
usual rule for most 


Bulger, James's mother: 

JAMES STARTED TO DIE FROM THAT MOMENT WHEN THE CAMERA CAUGHT HIM IN THE 
STRAND. IT WAS TWO-AND-A-HALF HOURS OF SLOW AND TRAGIC DEATH. I COULDN'T 
WATCH. 

Smith looks directly at the sex and fumbles to pull out what Thomas missed: 

THE EXTENT TO WHICH SEXUAL ASSAULT HAD BEEN PART OF THE ATTACK, AND 
PERHAPS EVEN THE MOTIVE, WAS A DIFFICULT ISSUE. IT HAD PROBABLY TORMENTED 
JAMES'S FAMILY, BUT IF THE KILLING IS EVER TO BE EXPLAINED, IT CANNOT BE 
IGNORED OR HIDDEN AWAY. IT IS POSSIBLE THAT OTHER INJURIES, PARTICULARLY TO 
THE MOUTH, ARE INDICATORS OF SEXUAL ASSAULT. THE EXTREME REACTION OF BOTH 
BOYS TO THIS AREA OF QUESTIONING DURING THE INTERVIEWS -'THEY'RE TRYING TO 
SAY I'M A PERVERT'- IS SIGNIFICANT. IF THE BOYS DID DO THIS, IT HAD ALMOST 
CERTAINLY BEEN DONE TO THEM, OR BOTH, AT SOME STAGE IN THEIR BRIEF LIVES. 

Gitta ís hard and fast. She gets a police spokesman to admit what 
Smith only speculated -that there was a tear in James's anus and the probable 
cause was some batteries stolen by the boys at the mall and found near the 
corpse. Also, Jon's father admits that Jon finally confessed to stuffing the 
batteries in the child's mouth. She also discloses the overlooked importance 
oft: 

A SMALL QUANTITY OF FAECAL MATERIAL IN THE FORM OF A STOOL WAS PRESENT 
UNDER A BRICK ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE RAIL ADJACENT TO THE BODY: BLOOD 
DRIPS WERE PRESENT ON THE OUTER ASPECT OF THE-RAIL:JUST ABOVE THE FAECES. 
-...IT COULD HAVE BEEN THAT LITTLE JAMES'S:BOWELS HAD REACTED TO FEAR, OR 
TO THE INSERTION OF A FOREIGN OBJECT (WHICH THE POLICE HAD SUSPECTED ALL 
ALONG); IT COULD HAVE COME FROM THE BOYS, OR, OF ‘COURSE, THOUGH LESS LIKELY 
JUST IN THAT SPOT, FROM SOMEONE ELSE ALTOGETHER.'" : 

The faeces wasn't sampled. Gitta argues that. it should have Been . 
compared to the contents of James's stomach. How will'we know.the.kiiling 
wasn't just a prank that got out of hand, or an unthinking mistaké of -... 
frenzy; instinctual, bad seed, the never ending circle of child abuse;:-2 -. 
playtime got a little rough? Unless the two: ‘ten-year. olds decide one!day: ~“: 
to make full detailed confessions,. the world and its:guides; Mark. Thomas ,2i:* 
David James Smith and Gitta Sereny. in the front:oóof£b^thé:páck,:will:never-C ali 
know for certain. And even then. Without prooft=withoutla-video camerà at’ 
buzzing away at the time of insertion or bootprint or “Come on, baby 
how can one be expected to know the E eye ana Pio p E 
imagination? [DEDI | 

Gitta wants to know what causes "unhappiness". “David nes Smith wants 
the Bulgers to "forgive me when I also. acknowleddé the: ‘suffering of the two 
boys who were responsible for the killing, and their“families" 2” ‘Mark Thomas 
suggests that "James would have liked &hat"," wow: thae ,Denise Bulger can take 
her new baby for drives. = 3% | 

Fine. Commendable. Good luck. ME o E e 

Everyone is looking for the truth, rorat: ‘Teast i! "Hà Bertet ‘photo: 

One argument against child pornography s Chat the: children in the porno 
continue to suffer by the image taking: oit “a tire “tHey™ Cannot” control. Long 
after the crime that produced thébicture Is’ over; the crime ‘continues to 
assault and haunt that person's well- -being. Which, .in the real. world -one 
that expresses the handling of reality, one “that “can t “be bothérea with 
insulting small arguments constructed’ by, lazy” prosecutors" and’ feminists' 
word fantasies- is not true. But in this casé -the case of’ James Bulger and 
Jon Venables and Robert Thompson- it almost. certainly is.. an 

The photos that mum took of James sitting in his father's, dap: The snaps 
of the little tykes laughing and skipping down the mall walkwày. The school 
shots of Jon and Robert smiling in their neat clothes and (sort of ) combed 
hair. Those images have only now started to live. And the once throw-away 
cuteness and everyday banality becomes a tool. A wedge in someone's destroyed 
life, a razor across someone's memory. Perhaps even a life affirming symbol 
of hope and change. À mother's obsessive madness or a pervert's fetish. 

But never something as sick and thin and ugly as what a cop or a drunk 
might suspect. Or wish. It's so much more important. And real. As real as 
flesh. 


head, Gitta's next project was THE INVISIBLE CHILDREN, one 
of the most succinct exposés on child prostitution ever 
published. 

The uniqueness and intensive reach of the Bulger murder 
is perfectly summed up, then, when Gitta opens the first 
part of her investigation: 

THE DAYS I SPENT (IN LIVERPOOL) LAST MONTH WILL REMAIN 
AMONG THE SADDEST I HAVE LIVED. BUT THOUGH JAMIE CONTINUES 
TO BE MOURNED BY THOUSANDS, I THINK THE SADNESS ONE FINDS 
IN ALMOST EVERYONE ONE SPEAKS TO THERE IS LESS NOW FOR HIS 
TERRIBLE DEATH THAN FOR THE TOTAL INEXPLICABILITY OF IT, 
WHICH THE TRIAL LAST NOVEMBER DID NOTHING TO DISPEL. THE 


"There they would 
get 'started' with 
girl to girl sex, 
alone. Verlyn was not 
going to attempt to 
introduce a novice 
girl to lesbianism 
with a half-drunk 
horny male trying to 
take control, endeav- 
oring to ram his 
spurting cock into all 


MOST IMPORTANT THING I AM REMINDED OF IN LIVERPOOL LAST MONTHsix available 


WAS THAT IN ORDER TO COME TO TERMS WITH SUCH A TRAGEDY, 
NEED TO UNDERSTAND WHY IT HAPPENED. 

Ms Sereny picks up where both full-length books leave 
off and peels, plunges and spits back twice more. She is 
responsible for articulating the barbaric treatment of the 
children, due, she says, to the refusal of the authorities 
to fully investigate the backgrounds of Jon and Robert. 

CHILDREN WHO KILL ARE NOT-PRODUCED BY A CLASS, BUT BY 
UNHAPPINESS. UNHAPPINESS IN CHILDREN IS-NEVER INNATE, IT IS 
CREATED BY THE ADULTS THEY “BELONG TO':-THERE ARE ADULTS IN 
ALL CLASSES OF SOCIETY WHO’ ARE IMMATURE, :CONFUSED, 
INADEQUATE OR SICK, AND, UNDER GIVEN-AND UNFORTUNATE 
CIRCUMSTANCES, THEIR CHILDREN WILL REFLECT, REPRODUCE AND 
OFTEN PAY FOR.THE MISERIES OF THE ADULTS THEY NEED AND LOVE. 
CHILDREN ARE. NOT EVIL. 

She condemns the prosecution.for refusing the children 
therapy before the trial, and also. for:only going so far as 
matching evidence to deed.during questioning. The sexual 
details of, the,murder vexenitjdéfined; ‘and. it is those 
details that mean ovary a naoin I EAE motivation and 
cause. O9 xe he 

She then divulges. news information missed in the other 
books: The attack was definitely sexual. All three authors 
give considerable weight tọ the questioning, of Jon and 
Robert. The Thomas and Smith, books. . -come very close to 
printing the transcripts .verbatim. You know that little 
James was walked.almost “two and a.balf miles ‘before he was 
killed. You know about the paint splashed in ‘his eyes and 
about the kicks and punches and pushes. You know about his 


crying for his mum.and. about his.pants: being bulled down and 


his penis being played | 'vith. You Xnow about, the, bricks and 
rocks thrown at. the. child : and the. railroad, article that 
killed him and thé” ‘brain has sliced the tiny, skinny body 
into two pieces. ` : 

You know autopsy. Plot s jist? idine Sééne. photos and 
all the written. repofts.. "And. it' "S eft fo. the authors to 
flesh those out fór You. "Thomas; dn one “instance, uses 
James's point of viéW? ` 


IT IS DIFFICULT TO IMAGINE THE "ÉMOTIONAL STATE JAMES WAS 


IN BY THIS TIME. THE SHEER EXERTION OF A FORCED 2-MILE WALK 
THROUGH A WARREN OF BACK STREETS MUST HAVE BEEN TORTURE FOR 
HIS TINY LEGS. ADD TO THAT THE TERROR AND DISTRESS OF BEING 
LOST, AWAY FROM HIS MOTHER AND ENCOUNTERING FOR THE FIRST 
TIME IN HIS LIFE TWO OLDER CHILDREN WHO TURNED OUT TO BE 
ANYTHING BUT FRIENDLY AND PROTECTIVE. HOW HE MUST HAVE 
LONGED FOR ONE FAMILIAR FACE, FOR SOMEONE, ANYONE, TO END 
HIS LIVING NIGHTMARE AND TAKE HIM BACK T9 THE WARMTH AND 


SECURITY OF HIS FAMILY. 
In another,he employs Ray Mathews, Lies of Denise 


THEY orifices." 


Along the 
tells about 
differences 
Ken Bianchi and Angelo 
Buono and, not 
surprisingly, blames 
the murders solely on 
Ken. He never mentions 
the incredible 
difference between the 
stranglings in LA 
(where Angelo lived) 
and in Bellingham 
(where Ken was alone). 
He also provides a 
photo of Verlyn and 
her Hollywood tits, 
which is a nice 
touch, considering... 


way, Clark 
the 


between 


The latest issue of 
NECRONOMICON may 


.appeal to those 


interested in very 
cheap kicks. This 
horror and gore 'zine 
has dedicated most of 
its fourth issue to 
"serial killer films" 
Its real worth may be 
as a comprehensive 
collection of titles 
rather than as an 
incisive overview. 

It touches ona few 
obscure titles but 
seems to spend most of 
its time on the old 
favorites like the 
silly HENRY -PORTRAIT 
OF A SERIAL KILLER 
and the farcical 


SILENCE OF THE LAMBS. 
The focus seems to be 


more genre than taste 
(which means no SALO, 
IN A GLASS CAGE, etc.) 
and is, therefore, 
nice but ephemeral. 


or crabs even- I'd hate it more for her than me. 
would kill her. 

And lord knows a minute after I jerk off, I'm not 
interested anymore. I mean, if I get off that way then 
what's the point of risking all the embarrassment and 
problems and pain and hate. 

What is this infernal lust after flesh -the real thing? 
The colored dots on TV and in magazines should always be 
enough. Some smelly-breath'd crack pig with a body uglier 
than my wife's, a gross toothy zit cunt shaking her watery 
bags behind glass, a drunk temp with crows feet in the hard 
light and a half-filled bottle of VO that'd be of more use 
jammed in. her shitted bloody asshole. Tampons. 

Remember that cunt that blew you in your front seat when 
you were a teenager. Remember feeling her warm firm tits 
and being pushed away when you tried to dig at her sweaty 
bush. How you put her hand on your biue- jeaned hard-on and 
when she pulled it away, but didn't yell, you knew it, man, 
you were gonna get laid. And, for whatever reason, she 
thought a biow job was more acceptable than a full fuck. 

But it only happens in moments now. It's not all the 
time -but, oddly, it is those moments that seem most 
important now. That seem worth living, that seem more vivid 
and real; that seem less trial and struggle and more honest. 

And it just doesn't matter. 

It really doesn't. 

Until you're stuck getting your seven year old son ready 
for bed 'cause your wife is doing anything else but. And as 
he keeps running around the bathroom with his tiny penis 
wiggling up and down and you just don't think. And he 
giggled and cried and yelled and you stuffed, licked, sucked 
and started to beat. In a frenzy, your fists and feet 
pounding the little skinny boned body and bright cut scream- 
ing tears and wet and run and siip and squirm and roiled up 
into a vulnerable, fragile breaking ball. 

And there's another guy -a well versed fag who's more 
than happy reading his copies of LOVING BOYS VOLUME ONE and 
TWO. He bought them over the counter at his local queer shop 
and they're quite wonderful. Published by Global Academic 
and written by Dr. Edward Brongersma ("one of Holland's most 
distinguished jurists"), the author makes a fine distinction 
between Paedophiles and Pseudo-paedophiles. He also 
discusses such relevant topics as SEX IN SURRENDER TO THE 
FORCES OF NATURE (volume one), ETHICS FOR BOY-LOVERS and THE 
EFFECTS OF SEXUAL REPRESSION (both volume two). This guy 
files his dog-eared copies with its "nearly 200 examples of 
man-boy sexual behavior taken from published sources and 
private correspondence" right up there with PAEDOPHILIA -THE 
RADICAL CASE by Tom O'Carrol (Alyson), THE CHILD-LOVERS by 
Glenn D. Wilson and David N. Cox (Peter Owen), FOR MONEY OR 
LOVE -BOY PROSTITUTION IN AMERICA by Robin Lloyd (Vanguard) 
and GANYMEDE IN THE RENAISSANCE by James M. Saslow (Yale). 

And lately he's taken to hanging out at the Schoolyard 
near his house. He sits and reads a paper and watches the 
boys at play. Nothing more. All he needs to do is watch a 
fresh smiling face -the kind that would make your mother 
moan- and gage the age. Then it's back home to his words and 
memories. And his Vachss books. And some Richard Hammilton 
and Sally Mann. 

And there's Jack O'Malley. À "Chicago based special 
agent investigating child pornography for the U.S. Customs 
Service". In a Chicago Tribune interview some years ago, he 


An arrest 


true crime aficionado 
is a healthy distrust 
for most authors of 
the genre. An acumen 
is developed whereby 
one sifts through the 
information and does 
away with the silly 
moralism, pathetic 
psychobabbile and 
lionizing of any 
victim anywhere. It's 
odd, then, with Gacy 
one finds oneself 
immediately siding 
with (and trusting) 
the author. 

Mr. Wilkinson puts 
up an admirable fight. 
Though he continually 
thinks of things he 
should have said, or 
was going to say, he 
Still confronts Gacy 
as much as possible, 
even stating: I DIDN'T 
MEAN TO ARGUE WITH 
GACY, BUT I DIDN'T 
SEEM ABLE NOT TO. 

and: 

THAT'S CRAZY, JOHN. 
THAT'S THE CRAZIEST 
THING I EVER HEARD. 
THAT'S A LUNATIC IDEA. 
DO YOU UNDERSTAND THE 
PROBABILITY OF SOME- 
THING LIKE THAT 
HAPPENING? " 

Even more amazing, 
is that Wilkinson was 
able to drag something 
new out of the old 
fat dying dog. He 
peeks through Gacy's 
infamous "Victims 
Research" folder 
("larger than the 
Manhattan telephone 
book") and describes 
it such a way as to 
make it sound more 
like extreme fetishism 
than silly detective/ 
rationalization 
garbage. Talking about 
some of the photos in 
the book, including 
color snaps of some of 
the victims' gaves, 
Gacy says: 

WE KNOW WHERE THEY 
LIVED AND WE KNOW 


told of one of his cases: 

USUALLY WHEN YOU SEE THESE TYPE OF PICTURES, THE 
PORNOGRAPHERS MAKE SURE THE CHILDREN ARE SMILING. THAT WAY A 
PEDOPHILE CAN SHOW THE PICTURES TO ANOTHER CHILD AND 
CONVINCE HIM TO DO THIS SORT OF STUFF. BUT THE KIDS IN THESE 
PICTURES AREN'T SMILING. THEY LOOK LIKE THEY'RE IN À GREAT 
DEAL OF PAIN. 

And when he testified before the Senate's Permanent Sub- 
committee on Investigations, Mr. O'Malley was asked to 
describe the sort of stuff he worked with: 

EACH MAGAZINE IS SOMEWHAT DIFFERENT IN THE SUBJECT 
MATTER PORTRAYED, BUT IT'S SAFE TO SAY YOU'LL FIND SEXUAL 
INTERCOURSE BETWEEN ADULTS -ADULT MALES, PRIMARILY -AND 
SMALL GIRLS. 

He guessed that some of the children were as young as 
eighteen months old, the Chicago Sun-Times reported. 

And in ENSLAVED by Gordan Thomas, a book published in 
1991 by Pharos on "the chilling modern-day story of 
abduction and abuse in the global trafficking of men, women 
and children", O'Malley is again quoted during a lecture: 

WHEN THINGS ARE MOVING ALONG NICELY, THE AGENT WILL 
BEGIN TO REQUEST THE REAL HORROR STUFF. BABIES BEING 
VIOLATED. LITTLE GIRLS BEING RAPED. LITTLE BOYS BEING 
SODOMIZED. THAT SORT OF STUFF REMOVES ANY WORRIES AN AGENT, 
OR I, HAVE ABOUT GOING TO THE VERY EDGE OF THE LAW TO GET 
THOSE SUPPLYING IT. THE SORT OF FILTH WHICH IS LITERALLY 
SICKENING TO SEE. STRONG-STOMACHED AGENTS HAVE THROWN UP 
AFTER VIEWING SOME OF THAT MATERIAL. WHEN THOSE LIBERAL 
LAWYERS YELL 'ENTRAPMENT', THEY SHOULD TAKE A LOOK AT WHAT 
HAS BEEN TRAPPED. 

The difference isn't in what you can get or how much of 
Or how close you are. ` 

It's how it fills your day. 

It's what you take home and live with when you watch the 
most mundane TV show or eat a simple meal. It's all that 
runs through your perfect blood and makes your time -all 
your time- special. 

It's the photo that is on everything here. No nudity, 
no violent act, no sex or blood action -not even in focus. 
Two ten year old boys walking inside a shopping mall; one 
leading, while the one behind holds the hand of a third, 
much younger and smaller, boy. The littlest child's other 
hand is tucked neatly in the pocket of the darling parka his 
mother bought for him, Shot from above and behind by a 
foggy security cam, the image offers, at once, almost no 
information and yet more than you can ever hope for. No 
faces, no leers or smiles or stern dedication. The shot even 
makes the youngsters appear older and taller than they were 
at the time. The natural glide; the ease of the boys and 
their symbiosis describes the entire scene -the murder, the 
lust, the media outrage, the parents' pain and the public 
fascination and distress. 

All the rest is filler. Two books and an especially 
orilliant article (separated from thousands of reports and 
»pinions published almost daily for the last two years or 
50) only serve as highlighter. 

The murder of James Bulger is a spectacular crime. There 
is the actual murder, perpetrated by two very young boys 
sho normally wouldn't even be thought of as having ideas 
qual to their actions. And it is this factor that accounts 
or so much havoc being wreaked upon their little heads -the 
inability of the public (in particular, the tabloid press 


it. 


WHERE THEY ARE NOW. 

The days before his 
execution (May 10th) 
should be fun. Though 
Gacy promises it 
won't: 

I'LL TELL YOU WHAT 
-I'M NOT GOING TO 
MAKE NO DAMN TED BUNDY 
LAST-MINUTE 
CONFESSIONS. NONE OF 
THAT SHIT. I'M NOT 
GOING TO PUT MY FAMILY 
THROUGH THE MEDIA 
CIRCUS. 

A shame, really. 

For those who want 
a re-tread of Gacy's 
every excuse and self- 
aggrandizing sex 
philosophy, they need 
look no further than 
the new issue of 
EXPRESSTONS OF DREAD 
(issue 3; 181 Mott 
Street, third floor, 
New York, NY, 10012). 
EXPRESSIONS OF DREAD 
is mainly a horror 
magazine featuring 
interviews with 
writers, artists, 
filmmakers and actors 
ranging from the very 
famous to the rather 
obscure. Somewhere in 
there is a good-sized 
contribution of 25 
questions answered by. 
Gacy in tiresome jail- 
cell lonely style. 

Maybe this will be 
interesting somewhere 
down the road after 
May 10th, but for now, 
it's just a waste of 
time, even sociologi- 
cally speaking. Gacy 
always sounds like 
his biggest problem 
with his crimes is 
that he might have to 
admit he sucked some 
dick. 


Much more interest- 
ing is yet another 
article written by 
Douglas Clark ("The 
Sunset Slayer") in the 
latest issue of 
HEADPRESS (#8), 
finally getting some 


and its influence on the cops, judges and lawyers) to 
adequately explain the crime, as well as the victim's 
family's needs, forced an incredible, bloodthirsty panoply 
of vengeance, torture and sick justice. The most obvious, and 
brutal, aspect being that to spare Mr and Mrs Bulger even 
more public pain, details of the murder were kept out of 
court -thus insuring the somewhat comfortable confusion that 
circled around the boys and their actions. Thus insuring the 
rather uncomfortable confusion that circled inside the boys 
and only exacerbated the pain of all the famiiies 
(especially the Bulgers). The horny, hungry and powerful 
media is but one facet of this remarkable crime -but, unique 
to this, the media isn't its usual faceless black hole made 
up of "they", but rather a flesh and blood swarm of caring, 
brutally naive knives and prods. Reality like a tank. 

And the boys. 

And the baby. 

And the mothers. 

All three works are excellent. All three contradict each 
other in facts, as wéll as opinions, and yet all three 
work together to form one complete whole. 

Mark Thomas was one of only six journalists allowed into 
the reserved press seats during the triai of Jon Venables 
and Robert Thompson. He was one of only five journalists 
allowed to attend James Bulger's funeral. As a regional 
correspondent based in Liverpool, he was there from the very 
beginning -foliowing the incident as it unfolded in front of 
him and recording the process, pain and circus by way of 
first hand witness. He also grew close to the Bulger family 
and liberally quotes from day by day interviews with mum, 
dad, aunt and uncle, grandmother, and what seems at times, 
the whole of Liverpool who took the lad's killing to heart. 

David James Smith enters with a different perspective. 
Written in a fairly silly fiction style, Smith pretends he's 
an unseen god scoping all the action as he looks down from 
on high. But in so doing, he embellishes more and drops the 
veneer of good taste (and compassion) that hamstrings 
Thomas. With more of an outsider's view, Smith is able to 
focus on the actual crime, publishing information that 
Thomas missed, as well as offering a clearer, less bitter, 
biography of Venables and Thompson and their families. 
Thompson's mother, in particular, is painted in a much 
different light. Something other than the fat, evil uncaring 
shrew that's pointed at by Thomas. It is Smith's avowed 
intention to illuminate the pain of all three families and. 
admirably, he succeeds. However, the. real worth' Qf this .. 
book is stifled a bit by the two Sereny articles. THE SLEEP 
OF REASON digs further under the skin of the murder of 
James Bulger -further than EVERY MOTHER'S NIGHTMARE- but 
doesn't scratch the bone like Sereny does. As such, . it seems 
to fit perfectly as the second book -read in publishing 
order- on the case. 

Gitta Sereny has an angry opinion and uses fact-filled 
interviews with the families of Jon and Robert, and also the 
investigating cops, to bolster and inflame her ire. 

Gitta's previous books are all estimable classics. Her 
first, THE CASE OF MARY BELL, was about a remarkably 
similar case where an eleven year-old girl killed two small 
boys aged three and four. She is also the author of INTO 
THAT DARKNESS, one of the greatest books ever on the crimes 
of the Third Reich, being a series of interviews with 
Franz Stangl, commandant of Treblinka. Never turning her 


greater distribution 
here in America. 

This issue, Mr. 
Clark reviews the 
case of Veronica Lynn 
Compton -the young 
lady imprisoned for 
trying to commit a 
copycat killing in the 
style of The Hillside 
Stranglings. Clark 
argues that, far from 
the accepted view of 
Compton as a serial 
killer groupie who 
was easily manipulated 
by Ken Bianchi into 
the idea of murder, 
she was actually a 
"screwed up female 
playing with fire, 
(who) got herself 
badly burned simply 
because a pack of 
rabid, ambition-bent 
authorities needed to 
nail every person even 
close to the Hillside 
Strangler suspects", 
She wasn't really 
going to kill a girl 
and dump some of Ken's 
cum at the scene. 
But "what harm could 
there be in pretending 
to go along, go north, 
and then simply tell 
him (Ken) no victim 
presented herself", 

Once again, it is 
forever impossible to 
know the exact truth. 
Although so much of 
what Clark has to 
say is just silly. 

However, Clark 


T continues to be quite 


an inspiration. In 
jail for the rest of 
his life, he's at 
least spending his 
time on a subject 
close to his heart: 
"T have been called 
Verlyn's boyfriend, 
and I have intimate 
Knowledge of every 
fact of which I 
speak." 

Added to that, is 
Clark's charmingly 
lustful writing style: 


ATTENTION 


SEXUAL ORIENTED 
MATERIAL ENCLOSED. 


PLEASE DISGARD IF 
NOT REQUESTED. 


NOT FOR SALE 
TO MINORS. 


PARASITE 


PARASITE 


SCOUT'S HONOR | Dear Fetish Lover, 
Patrick Boyle You may be wondering 
(Prima) where we got your name 


and address. It is not 
a secret -we purchased 
the mailing list and 
all the equipment of 


HUSTLING 
John Preston 
(Richard Kasak) 


MY LIFE AS A PORNOGRAPHER & OTHER INDECENT ACTS SUPERLIVE video. Like 
John Preston them, we conduct our 
(Richard Kasak) business in an honest 
MORE BAD GIRL HANDLING and reputable manner. 
(RedBoard VHS) This invitation is 
being sent to you at. 
MARDI GRAS 1994 
PART ONE -BOURBON STREET PLAY your own request or 


that of your SPONSOR 
whose name appears on 
the reverse side. We 
are a true"fraternity" 
of hundreds of guys 
who are interested in 
the erotic "ass-pects" 
of the ENEMA scene. 
Some of our members 
are newly-won.to the 
potentials of enema 
fun; others are 
"veterans" with much 


PART TWO -PARTY FROM HELL 
(The Frat Boys VHS) 


There's this painfully emaciated white man -old, sunken, 
grey; not wrinkled as much as he is withered. His rib cage 
juts over his skinny loose stomach with way too much fragile 
weight. He's got a big long fat cock and low hung saggy balls, 
Sparse dirty-chalk hair on his bruised, sallow, thin legs and 
wirey nipples. 

He leers almost to the point of drooling, his lips and 
nose and eyes all seem runny and red and frail. And he pats 
the steely table he teeters in front of. Fucking hunchback all 
bent and used and tired and fucking hurting under the strain 


of just standing. Just trying to stand. And to stay focused. to teachi 
And then excited. Some cunt paints up 


His thick pendulum uncut cock gets’ some rough long tugs her lips and pinches 
and just droops and squiggles. No snap or response. No blood her face and spreads 
or expansion; just bony skinned fingers uselessly pantomiming out her hair. She 
youth and interest and confusion and rote. wants to look just 

He wobbles another hand to the table. Bangs it, open human over the air- 
palm, weakly; one hand yanking down, the other flopping down waves when she burps 
with a metal crash. He wants the little girl in front of him at Phil's audience 
to get up. about how she didn't 

And she'11 have none of it. know.her pig-dicking 

This is one of the best kiddie porn films you ever saw. hubby of the last ten 
She can't be over six or seven. And it's rare that they're so years had more than a 
unwilling, so undrugged, so stubborn and frightened. taste for their 

She's got to end up on the table. You didn't pay all that innocent darling sweet 
money for her not to. But, for now, it's fucking amazing that loving terrified baby- 


the pervert who made it left this scene in.: daughter. 

She even fucking cries. Even screams and tries to fucking How could she know? 
run. Only to be wrestled into the arms of the scarecrow, You know that smell- 
only to be sucked into his imploding skeleton and thin guts that shit smell that 
and have his swinging meat package flattened and squashed reaches your nose just 
into her back and neck and hair. Her precious soft dark black as soon as you feel 
long baby hair, His hands on her arms and across her boned the cum run out of 


flat chest. your asshole? The 


He throws her on the table. She quickly stops wriggling 


‘cause you know the cameraman told her to shut the fuck up or 


he'd: 

kill her 

dope her 

slap her 

give her a present 

let her go home. 

Or better, maybe her mama is there, snorting up some 
burning heroin and worrying that she won't get any more if 
her fucking cunting brat doesn't act right, fucking little 
cunt. 

And when they're done with her. Done fucking her and 


sticking things inside her and on her and all over her: pissy 


cum and sweat and the cutest red faced cheeks and tiniest 
bouncing flesh bags and muscle you ever saw in your life so 
far, she goes home with mama and gets sold again. Without 


Smell you feel in your 
stomach that feels 
more real than the 
tickle from your hole? 
The smell that tells 
you all about the 
great fucking faggot 
next to you telling 
you all about his 
previous lover's cock- 
Size and his drinking 
problem and his ex- 
wife and his job as a 
bartender at that 
really cool bar and 
all the coke he got 
for free and all the 


even the dignity of a record being made this time. Just a one-stars he met and 


off. 'Cause it don't even matter that much. 


And the mama sucks some ass and eats some cock and shoots 


and yawns and snorts and vomits and spreads and drifts and 
bleeds and sleeps. 


And the little one, you know, has to die. She can be left 


warm to cold over a luggage rack in some hotel room as dumb 
and dead as her mama. Cocaine frozen brain and soft pale big 
eyes and burned out nose and stretched-out smelling breath 
rot mouth. 

One finger only. 

Barely in before it's out. 

And you don't know if the squirming is 
if she just does not want to be there at all. Like a toy 
store tantrum. Pain, you know, just doesn't translate so 
clearly over the screen. 

The WEEKLY WORLD NEWS published photos of Ted Bundy's 
thin stitch-scarred head just after he was executed (Feb. 21 
& 28, 1989). 


VOX magazine from England had a color shot of a green and 


ugly River Phoenix in his coffin, in his fave band (his own- 
ALEKA'S ATTIC) t-shirt (#41, Feb. 1994). Purchased from the 
NATIONAL ENQUIRER. 

And you know if PEOPLE had a photo, of Kurt Cobain's dead 
gym-shoe'd foot and blue-jeaned leg as seen through his 


window, there's some nice shots of his teeth stuck inside his 


brain up against the blonde hair that Courtney Love took a 
clump of. 

And you want to see that little baby, unbearably little, 
tiny and gentle and cute and pasty white and blue naked 
corpse folded all over an innocent enough suit case stand. 

Marilyn Monroe's bloated pig bruise face. 

G.G. Allin's necro-fan's silliness. 

Sharon Tate's bloody mess on the TRUE GORE #2 video 
available from WAVELENGTH. 

That long drooping thick thing lolling and bending and 
pumping into a face when a mouth won't -fucking can't- take 
more than just the slightest bit. Stick your fucking tongue 
out you little cunt. Stick your fucking tongue out now or 
I'll cut your fucking head off and nail this thing through 
your entire fucking shell cunt. 

Which boys, exactly, got fucked with the dildo or just 
your dick? Which boys, exactly, did you nail to the yellow 


board and which ones did you just handcuff? 


‘cause it hurts or 


fucked and hung-out 
with and how he's 
glad it's all over 
now. l 

Pillow talk. 

Letters to STH. 

Articles to STEAM. 

Safety aside; the 
pleasure to be had in 
fiction -in fantasies- 
is how close to real 
the pervert wants to 
make it. Not the 
fiction, not the 
fantasy; but the 
simple life that takes 
second place to the 
make-believe dreams. 
The psychosis. The 
lies. The attempts to 
impress, to fool, to 
convince. The failure. 
The fright, the safety 
and the burning 
cancerous ulcers and 
personal, heartfelt 
shame and misery. The 
wish-list. 

Like the new issue 
of JACK'S NUMBER TWO 
(#33, May '94). Just 
one story this time 
(BREAKING IN THE NEW 
TOILET SLAVE by Andrew 
Barron) around all the 
usual ads that'1l 
prove more enjoyable 
if you're not a 
member s ? 

NIGGER PERVERT SEEKS 
HAIRY WHITE SLAVE OVER 
30 TO WALLOW WITH ME 
IN MUTUAL RACIAL/SEX- 
UAL FILTH, PAIN AND 


And laughs with, as opposed to simply at. Jamie doesn't ham it up. He doesn't 
make believe or condescend. 

The girls -Tiki: wobbly fleshy ass and big tits. Jojo: nipple rings and 
something of an interested masochist. Taj: dark brown Indian-skinned lap dancer. 

Hustlers, one is to assume, are paid well for their video work and an 
appreciative audience is more eager to serve than steal. And the politeness of 
these short spanking vignettes seems closer to Mr. Preston's ideal of an honest, 
relatively simple, transaction. 

Until Jamie (gently, cheerfully) profers a kid-boot to the ass or an insult 
that glides over the whore's head. The focus isn't switched but rather, made clear. 

Preston's hustlers. His audience. The street sellers and glory hole tonguers. 
The white trash with a couple hundred in their back pocket and a smile across 
their dull faces after ónly twenty minutes in Jamie Gillis' front room. A confused 
boy with his cock in a trusted father figure's warm mouth. À lonely sweaty, fear- 
filled but desperate older man tasting a twelve year old's first cum. 

None of this top/bottom foolishness. No cartoons/demarcations based on cost, 
position or instruction. No pose. No substitutes, second-best or safe remove. 

For those of you offended by the breezy switch in gender and tasteless lack 
of aesthetic concern: perhaps you'll find a similar charge in the latest releases 
by The Frat Boys. Their Mardi Gras tapes for this year pretty much mirrors the 
ones previous, It's The Frat Boys'wont to document the goings on (of a sort) down 
the gay streets of New Orleans during the Mardi Gras festivities. 

The first tape centers on Bourbon Street, where size-queens line the balconies 
calling to whatever hunky gày (and a few bemused straights) guy that happens to 
cross their path. Pull out your dick and we'll toss you some beads. And that's it. 

The second tape is more general in location but not in design. More calls, 
more dicks, more faggots. 

Perhaps one can enjoy the camp verite': 

NOW, THAT'S A DICK! 

HE GETS SHY WHEN THERE'S A GIRL THERE. 

THAT'S WHAT BETTE MIDLER SAID! 

Some lengthy sloppy frenching, few hard-ons, circle jerks, loving to raw suck- 
offs, very little cum, very little piss, a close up of a scaley cock head here 
and there and maybe a cancer sore or two. And maybe just age spots. 

As always, the interest comes from the natural mess these boys make of them- 
Selves. Fitting snugly into a begging position masquerading as acceptable lust 
and liberation. Men groping each other as an affront to the ordinary and the 
camera as a political tool rather than a lonely gawker. And that older gentleman 
with his hands on the meaty cock and balls in front of him is just positioning it 
to get the best photo. 

How many guys can wrap their tongues around one cock at once? How many guys 
can fit themselves under the umbrella of trust, union and love and get those 
quick shots of Jimmy pissing in the street at the same time? How many young girls 
don't give a rat's ass over who investigates the goose flesh around their cracks 
as long as the price is right? How many mamas Will talk their teenage sons into 
believing that the gooey mess in their throats isn't even close to the mess their 
minds will turn into soon enough. And how many men, their long legs spread- 
eagled oùt across their living room floors, their fists furiously pumping up and 
down on their bright red bursting cocks, will want to move from paddling to 
punching to pissing to shitting to ramming to stomping and beating and fuckina 

its fucking eyes and head and asshole and fucking baby daughter and ripping its 
wretched fucking beastly head off like fucking Robert Black did to those little 
cunts in Europe for ten fucking years: IF SHE'D BEEN IN A SHORT SKIRT WITH SOCKS 
UP TO HERE OR SOMETHING LIKE THAT, I'D PROBABLY HAVE THOUGHT, 'COR, GOOD LASSIE 
THAT...' 
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age statement required 


A PORNOGRAPHER, he even admits as much: | 

MANY OF THE MEN I'VE MET WHO ARE MODELS OR ACTORS MAY BE PHYSICALLY ATTRACTIVE; 
FEW ARE CHARMING. MOST WERE HUSTLERS WHO ASSUMED CORRECTLY THAT THEY COULD EARN 
MORE MONEY IF THEIR PICTURES WERE IN À GLOSSY MAGAZINE. MOST OF THESE GUYS WERE TOO 
DESPERATE FOR ME. THEY OFTEN CAME IN WHILE THEY WERE OBVIOUSLY ON DRUGS. I'D SEND 
THEM AWAY; I WASN'T CONVINCED THEY. KNEW WHAT THEY WERE DOING. THEY'D BE JUST AS 
HIGH WHEN THEY SHOWED UP THE NEXT DAY. OTHERS WERE JUST TOO EGOCENTRIC, TOO COCKY 
ABOUT THEIR LOOKS, AND NOT IN A NICE WAY. 

MY LIFE AS A PORNOGRAPHER is a collection of articles written over the years 
by Preston as attempts to explain various aspects of the gay lifestyle. Provided 
that lifestyle revolved around written porn and the leathery TOP rationalizations 
and fantasies so popular among suburbanite John Rechy and DRUMMER fans. 

PORNOGRAPHY AND EROTICA ARE THE SAME THING. THE ONLY DIFFERENCE IS THAT EROTICA 
IS THE STUFF BOUGHT BY RICH PEOPLE; PORNOGRAPHY IS WHAT THE REST OF US BUY. 

Fair enough. But what Mr. Preston says with irritating self-deprecating aplomb 
is as fake and transparent as his attempts to convince the reader of the Worn out 
sex as radicalism squeals: 

...THE PUBLIC DISPLAY OF GAY MALE SADOMASOCHISTIC SEX ACTS IS PRIMARILY AN 
EXHIBITION OF THE GAY MAN GOING THROUGH THE RITE OF PASSAGE. IT IS THE WAY GAY MEN 
ACCOMPLISH THEIR GENDER NEEDS OF LEAVING ADOLESCENCE AND ENTERING MALE ADULTHOOD. 

(and, yes, he repeatedly checks his admiration for Robert Bly) 

If there is a clear cut difference between pornography and erotica it most 
probably lies in the desire to inform rather than entertain. Or wallow. And while 
Preston says he disdains the éutrently popular politicization of all gay gatherings 
he nonetheless peppers everything he fucked or wanted to fuck with enough finger- 
waving responsibility and catharsis/trust excuses to make even the most desperate 
masochist think twice. 

Maybe it's just the misuse of the word: sadist. Or even: love. 

And perhaps John Preston's dear old mom thinks it's a shame that some people 
try to turn the thoughts in their head into shiny, dreamy lifestyles instead of 
just words on a page. l 

Preston: 

THE SIMPLE PLEASURE OF WATCHING A WELL-ROUNDED RUMP TURN PINK AND THEN RED 
UNDER MY MINISTRATIONS HAS ITS OWN AESTHETICS AND IS ITS OWN JUSTIFICATION. 

Jamie Gillis: 

HAVE YOU HAD YOUR TITS WHIPPED BEFORE, TOO? 

Mr. Gillis may have a better idea of what Preston's words smell like. His latest 
video is MORE BAD GIRL HANDDLING. And, true to form, the title conjures up more 
than you'd expect the video to deliver. But, unlike most spanking videos -the 
pathetically tame hetero ones, as a rule, are just not worth a glance; and the gay 
ones, like those energetically churned out by ZEUS STUDIOS are more buddy muscle 
slapping pose plays (if not collectable show and telis) than any real display of 
pleasure from someone else's pain- this one delivers some (however slight) reality. 

Jamie goes the rote. Red asses (big deal if he hits the fatty pigs with a little 
more force than most) and gentle whips and mild insults to understanding. Some 
seemingly honest yelps and a few broken blood vessels, but nothing too spectacular. 
The one difference; the one special point to this thing that raises it above the 
usual is, of course, Jamie Gillis. 

The style is amateur and way too friendly. Jamie teasing and joking and going 
through all the motions albeit with a pro's sense of self-concern and assurance. 
Once again, as in his ON THE PROWL series and DIRTY DEBUTANTE cameos, Jamie follows 


in the grand tradition of Ugly George, He just lets the girls talk and,act and 
-..celebrate their situations, So (while Preston would agree) it doesn't have to 


be bloody to be sadistic, it should (while Preston would stutter) have some degree 
of payment. Or consequence. Or, even, honesty. | 

There's no advertisments for women's lib hererthough it's hardly mock-rape 
or torture. And none of the real sexism lies at Jamie's feet. The brain dead, the 
abused, the lost and losing line up and bark. Not necessarily literally. 

You want to see the troubled teens (or slightly older or, even, the ugly 
products of a wayward pubescence) that sparked off the cock rubs in Patrick Boyle's 
book? Look no further than the dogs Jamie Gillis plays with. And, of course, pays. 


Dean Corll EVIL. SATANISM AND 
Elmer Wayne Henley, Jr. and David Brooks EXHIBITIONISM A MUST. 
Randy Kraft. The story this issue 
OF COURSE, THE POLICE REPORT DIDN'T GO IN FOR THE WRETCHEDis of a Harley club's 
DETAILS, LIKE THE TEETH MARKS ON THE STOMACH AND PENIS WHERE big bear thick cock 
THE KILLER DID SOME LEISURELY GNAWING WHILE A HOG-TIED WIEBE fat belly kidnap/gang- 
PROBABLY SHRIEKED IN AGONY. THE SETTLING OF THE BLOOD AND THE rape of a gay 
STRETCH MARKS LEFT BY ROPES ON HIS WRISTS AND ANKLES ALSO “preppie". Told, of 
SEEMED TO SHOW THAT THE PATHETIC WRETCH HAD BEEN SUSPENDED course, by the maso- 
SOMEWHERE FROM THE RAFTERS, HIS HEAD AND CHEST HANGING DOWN. chistic preppie who 
(ANGEL.OF DARKNESS, Dennis McDougal) didn't realize the 
Lesley Ann Downey's mum Ann West isn't sure what to think.joys of shit swallow- 
She goes to bed and wonders if her daughter had Ian Brady's ing, forced tatooing, 
dick in her mouth before she died. And it's those thoughts servitude until the 
that forced her to become a drug addict, so she says, in her very last paragraph. 
book FOR THE LOVE OF LESLEY. Fans of Christopher 
Ms West heard the tape of Ian and Myra ...playing...with Rage, Dave Nesor, 
Lesley. And like everyone other than Ian, Myra and possibly Martin of Denmark and 
David Smith, she'll just have to guess at what Myra meant by: the monstrous Mistress 
PUT IT IN YOUR MOUTH AND KEEP IT IN AND you WILL BE ALL Ann will want you to 


RIGHT. know the difference... 
And, no doubt, she'll decide what she wants to think so will Miss Catharine 

about. What she needs to think. And maybe she'll fight that MacKinnon...as will 

schizophrenic demon voice that flicks and licks her numbed Robert Black, Fred 


up brain with all sorts of ugly violent full color pictures West and the gentleman 
when she tries to sleep thoughts of just a gag, just a gag. who broke off a beer 
Like around Christmas. Or around the birthday that passes so bottle inside his 
very easily these days. Three or four days later, what happensvictim's tight raped 


in August ...? Oh dear, I forgot again, didn't I? cunt. 
There's so much to think about. The young lady sing- 
So much to invent and construct. ing for the English 
So much to make your very own. group BLEED would also 


And keep reading the same sentence -the same two or three like to convince you. 
words- over and over until you cum. STUCK HIS DICK. STUCK HIS And her efforts are 
DICK. BIT HER NIPPLES DOWN. BIT HER NIPPLES BIG HEAVY TITS. sure to be appreciated 


BIG HEAVY TITS BIG HEAVY HOT HANDS COCK CUNT TONGUE TONGUE JUST AS I WAS ABOUT 
DICK DICK.. l ‘TO DIE, A THOUGHT 
And. then, right after you clean up and flush, is that OCCURRED THAT I SHOULD 
enough? Happy? Contented? Less dangerous? TRY TO SURVIVE starts 
Will it be enough the next time. off the dour piano 
How close do you want to get. and lilting guitar pop 
And how much truth do you require. How much reality, how tune. AS HE GRABBED MY 
many details until you're convinced. THROAT HE TOLD ME TO 
Will a copy of BOY'S LIFE be enough? SMILE, THAT'S HOW IT 


Those lovely little close cropped haircuts and tightly IS IN ALL THE PICTURES 
clenched rock climbing short pants ass cheeks and that firm AND THAT IS HOW THE 
slight line that runs from breastbone to tummy to just above BITCHES LIKE IT, HE 


that diminutive bunched up clothes bulge. SAID, HE'D READ. 
Maybe some NAMBLA connections and chicken buddies. These young. kids 
Maybe a Vienna Boys Choir concert. care about pornography 
The soft dark lights. The wine and the candles. The and its effect on men. 
fucking fireplace and Dionne Warwick. And they've read the 
"...I can hardly wait to hold you, feel my arms around facts and they know 
you, how long I have waited, waited just to love you, now thatthe results and don't 
I have found you..." . want any more women 
A gentle kiss on the cheek and slowly, steadily, to be the victims of 
comfortably to her lips. Her closed peaceful eyes and warmth. this evil business. 
Silent, honest, heavenly: beautifully made up with thick BUT WITH HIS HAND 
paste and gloss and tint and pins and ribbons, props and ties.OVER MY MOUTH, WHERE 
"...You've got the look of love, it's in your face, a WAS MY FREEDOM OF 
look that time can't erase..." SPEECH? The best song 


you ever heard, next 
to the new WHITEHOUSE. 


One plus one is more than two. Together forever. She's more than my wife, she's 
my best friend. Unflinching. Unbending. Mature. Perfect. Easy. À joy at Christmas. 
A shoulder to offer at her father's funeral. A tight hug when she's upset over her 
incredible failure with her career and lifelong lack of ambition. 

Or hugging your darling lover close while he waits for his seroconversion 
details. 

Mom, I want you to meet the love of my life. The one for me. With a little luck 
and god's good grace, our wonderful children won't splat out retarded or deformed. 
Or with cute little fuckable baby mouths and lovely cry baby scream and bleed 
assholes. Or pubescent lolitas or gym-class jocks ripe for the coach who jerks off 
behind his desk with his eyes tightly shut about those wet showers. 

Mom, I thought everything would be perfect. I thought everything was great 
-planned out and we were gonna live happily ever after. Sure, the sex was great, 
but there was all the rest -the dignity, the trust, the care, the glow, the love. 

Your mother is a cunt. Fat gossipy sow whining and wheezing over the dirty 
monsters she squeezed and vomited out of that gross black pit hanging open between 
those pimply pickled fleshy tree stumps. And your father's a worthless liquor 
soaked joke stuck to the back of a short, shrinking, greying dick and low dropped 
balls kept warm and loose in piss stained wartime boxer shorts. 

And don't you hate them? Don't you hate what they did? And what could have 
been? What should have been -and what you were promised? 

I WASN'T CONVINCED IT WAS WRONG, I WAS CONVINCED THAT I SHOULDN'T DO IT ...IT 
WAS WRONG BECAUSE I WAS CAUSING SO MUCH PAIN TO ALL THE PEOPLE AROUND ME. IT WAS 
WRONG BECAUSE IT WAS ILLEGAL. WHAT WAS WRONG WAS THAT I WAS CAUSING THE BOYS TO BE 
INTERVIEWED, INTERROGATED, EMBARRASSED AT SCHOOL. I DIDN'T SEE I WAS DOING ANY 
HARM IN AND OF ITSELF. -Cari Bittenbender. 

Carl is one of three pedophiles that Patrick Boyle builds his investigation of 
"Sexual Abuse In America's Most Trusted Institution" around. SCOUT'S HONOR is 
almost 400 pages of whirlwind facts, interviews, documents, official denials, 
coverups and little boy scout's fondled genitalia. Which sums up the problem with 
the book most succinctly. Too many coverups and too much fondling. Of course, 
within Mr. Boyle's purview, there is much more than just boy touching and the 
occasional fuck and suck (the cover boasts "the, story of nearly 2000 other child- 
molesting Scout leaders"),it's just that the focus is typical primetime newsmagazine 
fare: Pump up the outrage that stems from the sloppy attempts and high tech hush 
money that the BSA worked in efforts to avoid bad publicity and law suits, and 
sneak the lurid details in sideways. It's an old tired trick, most popular these 
days with the catholic church, and one which NAMBLA was hip to back in 1987 when, 
as part of their news section in NAMBLA BULLETIN (vol. 8, n. 7), they said: 

SPOKESPERSON CHRIS FARRELL APPEARED ON THE SALLY JESSE RAFAEL SHOW, A 
NATIONALLY SYNDICATED TELEVISION TALK SHOW,IN JULY. APPEARING WITH HIM WERE A DECENT 
BUT GUILT-LADEN BOY-LOVER, AND A PSYCHOPATHIC CHILD-SEX CRUSADER, PHILLIP CARLO, 
WHO AT ONE POINT TOLD FARRELL THAT HE HAD A GUN IN HIS POCKET AND WOULD BLOW HIM 
AWAY. CARLO WROTE "STOLEN FLOWER", A RECENT EDITION TO THE GENRE OF BOOKS THAT 
TITILLATE READERS WITH THEIR AUTHORS' MASTURBATION FANTASIES ABOUT CHILD SEXUAL 
ABUSE, BUT ARE FOBBED OFF AS NON-FICTIONAL. 

Biggest problem here, then, is that Mr. Boyle's outrage may just be honest. 
Even if that honesty only seems to seep out due to his frustrating hop and skip 
reporting style when it comes to actual case histories. Boyle's book is full of 
well-researched and well-intentioned investigation. He gets into the secret.files 
of the BSA and picks at their hypocrisy. He keys in on their refusal to acknowledge 
and deal with their volunteers' sexual problems due to the organization's core 
need for the trust of the American family, as well as the need for the volunteers 
themselves. He needles the BSA defense techniques in court and nails their tacky 
attempts at media manipulation. And then forgets to flesh out the details. 

HIS FINAL ASSAULTS INVOLVED TWO TROOPS NEAR NORFOLK, ONE COMPOSED LARGELY OF 
BOYS WHO WERE MENTALLY AND PHYSICALLY HANDICAPPED. 

IN THE EARLY 1980'S THE BSA, RESPONDING TO SEVERAL LIABILITY CLAIMS -INCLUDING 
ONE WHERE TWO MISSOURI LEADERS BRANDED SCOUTS ON THE BUTTOCKS WITH A COAT HANGER... 

and more don't even get a look into beyond those single sentences. And Boyle 
barely alights on a New Orleans sex ring and a group called "The Rowdies" (THE 
INITIATION RITES FOR THE CLUB INCLUDED REMOVING THEIR CLOTHES AND MASTURBATING) 


while a poor troubled unfortunate who kills himself over having tasted the wrong 
kind of dick gets only a bit more: 

BY THIS TIME THE ENTIRE FAMILY WAS IN COUNSELING. CHRISTOPHER'S BODY AND MIND 
SEEMED FRAGILE AS PORCELAIN (...) HE STILL HAD NO SENSATION IN HIS BLADDER, WHICH 
HIS DOCTOR BLAMED ON PSYCHOLOGICAL TRAUMA. WHEN THAT CLEARED, HE BEGAN HALLUCINATING 
THAT BROTHER EDMUND WAS COMING BACK FOR HIM. 

But the reason that SCOUT'S HONOR is an unsatisfying read, is not due to a 
simple lack of gore or porn. Nor is it its refusal to set up the perpetrators and 
the victims as the stereotypes they undoubtedly are. And even it's dedication to 
truth, justice and the moral American family way and their right to know isn't as 
annoying as it could have been. 

'THERE IS NO HUMAN BEING ON THE FACE OF THE EARTH EASIER TO SEDUCE THAN AN 
ADOLESCENT BOY IN HIS EARLY TEENS! SAYS THE FBI'S LANNING. ‘THEY HAVE AN EASE OF 
SEXUAL AROUSAL. THEY'RE CURIOUS. THEY'RE EXPLORING THEIR SEXUALITY. THEY SOMETIMES 
HAVE À NEED TO BE REBELLIOUS'. 

and 

'PEDOPHILES ARE UNUSUALLY GOOD AT FINDING CHILDREN WHO FEEL BAD.' SAYS KAY 
JACKSON, COUNSELOR AT THE AVENEL PRISON. 'PEDOPHILES WILL TELL YOU THEY CAN GO TO 
A PLAYGROUND AND WITHIN TWO MINUTES PICK OUT THE LONELY, VULNERABLE KIDS'. 

and 

THE IRONY IS THAT MANY ABUSED CHILDREN ARE TROUBLED IN THE FIRST PLACE. WHEN 
THE ABUSE IS EXPOSED, IT'S DIFFICULT FOR PSYCHIATRISTS TO SORT THROUGH THE WRECKAGE 
AND FIGURE OUT WHICH PROBLEMS STEM FROM THE ABUSE. 'THE ONES WE KNOW ABOUT TEND TO 
BE MULTI-PROBLEM KIDS WHO WERE IN TROUBLE BEFORE THEY WERE ABUSED', SAYS 
PSYCHIATRIST PARK DIETZ. 

The problem is Boyle didn't know where the story was. 

Néither does John Preston. Though lord love his HIV positive heart, he tries. 
Mr. Preston wants to be your mother just as long as he can pretend to be your 
father. Literally and figuratively. 

In HUSTLING -A GENTLEMAN'S GUIDE TO THE FINE ART OF HOMOSEXUAL PROSTITUTION, 
Mr. Preston hopes you believe: 

THE SUCCESSFUL HUSTLER IS A MAN WHO CAN MAKE HIS CLIENT FEEL COMFORTABLE. THE 
CUSTOMER IS LOOKING FOR SEX, TO BE SURE, BUT HE ALSO WANTS YOU TO PROVIDE A REFUGE 
FROM THE WORLD OUTSIDE. HE IS GOING TO EXPECT YOU TO GIVE HIM DECENT CONVERSATION 
AND GENERAL COMFORT. EITHER HE IS CLOSETED AND WANTS SOME APPEARANCE OF CLOSENESS, 
OR HE'S AN OUT GAY MAN AND WON'T PUT UP WITH THE BULLSHIT OF THE CLOSET. 

and 

THE LARGEST GROUPS OF MEN WHO HIRE HUSTLERS HAVE ENORMOUS NEEDS FOR INTIMACY. 
BECAUSE OF AGE, SOCIAL STATUS, OR INEXPERIENCE IN GAY LIFE, THEY ARE AS DESPERATE 
FOR AFFECTION OR RELATIONSHIP OR INFORMATION AS THEY ARE FOR SEX. NO MATTER HOW 
BIZARRE CLIENTS' ACTUAL SEXUAL DRIVES MAY BE, SAFETY AND AFFECTION ARE TWO OF THE 
HUSTLER'S MOST VALUED COMMODITIES IN HIS CUSTOMERS! EYES. 

Preston recounts his experiences in the world of hustling and talked to his 
charges and like-wise employed friends. He fashioned the tales into a how-to guide 
for young aspirants. And he wants all you boys out there in your raincoats, with 
your sweaty mits yanking out your greasy stubby hard-ons all ready for stuffing 
and spewing, to know you've got entirely the wrong idea: 

AMERICA'S HYPOCRITICAL VALUES INSIST THAT PROSTITUTION IS A SLEAZY AFFAIR WITH 
NAMELESS JOHNS HIRING DESPERATE, ILL-EDUCATED, OR EVIL BODIES FOR A MOMENT'S 
SEXUAL RELEASE. PARADOXICALLY, THERE IS ALSO ANOTHER PERCEPTION OF THE PROSTITUTE 
AS A HIGHLY EXOTIC SEXUAL SUPERSTAR. THOSE ARE SIMPLY NOT VALID DESCRIPTIONS OF ALL 
FEMALE PROSTITUTES AND EVEN LESS-ACCURATE PORTRAYALS OF MALE WHORES. (...) THE 
MODERN MALE HUSTLER MEETS HIS CLIENTS THROUGH ADS OR DISCREET INTRODUCTIONS. HE 
DOESN'T STAND ON STREET CORNERS IN DANGEROUS NEIGHBORHOODS. HE ENTERTAINS IN HIS 
OWN APARTMENT OR VISITS CLIENTS IN THEIR HOTEL ROOMS OR THEIR HOMES. HE HAS MORE 
IN COMMON WITH OUR INTERPRETATION OF THE JAPANESE GEISHA THAN WITH THE NATIONAL 
ENQUIRER'S SENSATIONAL HEADLINES ABOUT WHITE SLAVERY. 

Preston may not be talking about the much more interesting and entertaining 
hustlers like the ones Larry Eyler, John Gacy and Randy Kraft got. to know so 
intimately. But that doesn't mean that the kind he's talking about (or let's 
pretend: to) actually exists. And in his other recently published book, MY LIFE AS 
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Open wider you cunt. 

Stretch that fucking hole. 

Now stick out that tongue 

stick it out 

Stick it out you cunt 

you fucking beast 

lick it 

lick that stinking thing cunt 

You fucking cunt 

You cheap fucking pig 

cunt 

Tell me you like it 

Tell me you like it 

Tell me you like it cunt 

you fucking cunt 

you fat stretched marked slut 

you beast 

You like that thing? 

say it 

You know how many mouths I fucked with this thing? 
You know how many holes I shot my load into? 

you know how many ugly cunts ate my cum? 

do you cunt? 

you know how many pig? 

Can you taste them? 

Can you taste all those other pigs like yourself? 
Does it taste like all the faggots and cheap fucking whores 
and your little baby sister? 

Does it pig? 

You beast. You fucking worm. You fucking slut pig cunt 
Suck it 

Press in those ugly made up cheeks of yours and suck and 
lick and suck fucking lick it. You monster. 

You cunting pig | 

Tell me you want it 

lick those balls 

Suck 'em in your hole beast 


'ARASITE 


Of course, you're 
hard to convince. 

There's just too 
much. Too many needs 
and pre judices: VOCAL 
to I BELIEVE THE 
CHILDREN to Father 
Ritter's minor 
indiscretions. 

And everyone is 
fucking their sons 
and daughters and 
students and play- 
ground loners. And 
stunted Breeders' 
midnight horror 
stories and praying 
to satan or great 
marble dicks set out 
in the dark deserts 
of Arizona. 

The new issue of 
ridiculous conspiracy 
zine PARANOIA (vol. 
2, no. 2) swears that 
the McMartin | 
Preschool had tunnels. 

Jaclyn Dowaliby's 
seven year old corpse 
was buried with a 
goodbye letter 
written by mother. 

It read in part: 

OUR HEARTS CRIED 
OUT FOR YOU EVERYDAY. 
I AM STILL ACHING 
INSIDE BECAUSE I MISS 
MY LITTLE GIRL AND 
WANT HER BACK. SO, IF 
YOU CAN SOMEHOW GIVE 
YOURSELF BACK TO ME 
IN ANY WAY, LIKE MY 
DREAMS, I WILL BE AT 
TOTAL PEACE IN MY 
HEART. I WILL DO MY 
BEST. YOU'RE MY ANGEL. 
I KNOW YOU LIKED THAT 
MOVIE, "DATE WITH AN 
ANGEL". YOU WERE THAT 
ANGEL SENT UP TO GOD 
FOR ETERNAL PEACE. 
(GONE IN THE NIGHT by 


what's my sweat taste like pig? 
Huh -can you taste my sweat and shit and piss when you lick 
my stinky balls -huh, all the slimy sweaty hair you cheap 
fucking slut 
You want me to piss on you? 
do you? ' 
you want me to cum and piss in your hole? 
Or your cheap ugly pig's face 
I'11 wash that grease right down your hole, pig. 
You wanna taste what you buy for me? 
You wanna lick that cheap tacky crap you spend all your 
money on you cunting piece of worthless fuck... 
tell me you can taste my piss 
Tell me you want it 
Tell me you want to lick every yellow drop of piss out the 
end of my piss hole 
Tell me cunt. 
lick it 
Stick your tongue in 
All the way in cunt, don't make me tell you. 
Lick it. 
ahd suck 
suck it cunt 
Look at those flabby bags 
Look at yourself whore 
you filthy pig 
you washed up old whore 
You're disgusting with my filthy cock and balls in your hole 
You like it when I fuck your mouth? 
You like it when I pump my balls into your face? 
When my hair and thighs burn your withered whore's neck and 
chin -your old withered whore's face 
Use your hand cunt. 
milk that thing 
Stick your tongue out 
Stick your tongue out and wiggle it at the end of my dick 
just lick it 
lick the head 
Harder. 
Jerk it harder. 
and keep that hole open 
wider 
wider you pig I want it to hurt 
wider 
I want to cream all down that sewer hole in your head. 
: want to see you swallow it, I want to see you choke on 
-naat shit, you cheap fucking hole 
ak 
“ow lick 
con't suck, lick you stupid cow 
You fat beast. 
You ugly old whore 
you filthy fucking old pig beast 
I can smell your cheap cunt all over you 
you fat old hole 
you cow 
lick 
Jerk. 
faster 


lick goddamnit 
lick it 
You monster. 


David Protess & Rob 
Warden, .Delacorte 
Press) 

Cynthia and her 
husband, David, have 
now been cleared of 
all charges regarding 
their daughter's 
death. 

Dodd had photos 
and kept a diary. 

Parades of chanting 
goons, their hard-ons 
peeking out from the 
seams in long black 
robes, marching 
through their 
neighbor's living 
room where little 
baby Melinda lies 
spread-eagled and 
sweating, just 
fucking ruins it for 
you. 

And if it's not 
white eyes and latin 
tongues, then it's 
transatlantic plane 
rides and boxes of 
missing videos. Kills 
it dead. 

But. Maybe. What if 
the therapists aren't 
just money-hungry con 
men preying on the 
stupidity of white 
trash zombies, but 
rather dedicated 
fools who're able to 
alchemize their good 
intentions and 
perverse imaginations 
with the clawing 
desperation of human 
waste cases into some 
REAL damage. 

Video footage of 
some mildly scared 
and disturbed middle- 
ager, over weeks of 
therapy, turns from 
blank confusion to 
crying jags to 
frantic shrieking to 
unstoppable self- 
mutilation and wild 
barking anger. 

Rumination on all 
sorts of little 
forced open orifices 
can be more than an 
excuse. More than a 
heteacnered mind-set 


“Betty Harris" is the name given to an eighteen year-old retarded girl who 
was raped by four high school students from Glen Ridge, New Jersey. The crime 
gained national interest when it was revealed that (among other sensational 
aspects like the boys had a crowd of admirers and that the rape included a 
baseball bat, dirty stick and a broomhandle) the boys‘ defense would be based on 
the argument that Betty wanted to have sex with the boys -the so-called "Lolita 
Defense". Obviously, the case would become a feminist cause and would be a 
pivotal case in regards to opinions on everything from Date Rape to the nature 
of male puberty (one defense lawyer particularly angered Mr. Laufer with his 
"boys will be boys" statement) and the rights and actualities of mental defectives. 

Mr. Laufer does a good job in presenting the crime as it happened and, more 
importantly, as it quickly snowballed out of control. Betty Harris is virtually 
served up on a platter where her simple reality makes the actual rape seem almost 
secondary: 

THIS IS A PATHETIC EIGHT YEAR-OLD IN A WOMAN'S BODY. HOW COULD SHE CONSENT? 

BETTY HARRIS DOES NOT BELIEVE THAT SHE IS MENTALLY RETARDED. IF YOU EVER 
WERE TO TELL BETTY HARRIS THAT SHE IS MENTALLY RETARDED, SHE WOULDN'T BELIEVE 
THAT. SHE WANTS TO BE NORMAL, AND SHE WANTS TO BE ACCEPTED....SHE WANTED TO BE 
SOMEONE WHO COULD GO OUT ON DATES. LIKE NORMAL TEENAGE GIRLS DO. 

"IF I WAS RETARDED, I COULDN'T ANSWER THESE QUESTIONS, I WOULDN'T KNOW WHAT 
I WAS TALKING ABOUT." 

Laufer includes the victim's drawings of the crime and a psychological 
profile. He reports her graphic testimony: 

"...Was something inside your mouth?" 

HIS BALLS 

"And where exactly was your face at this point?" 

IT WAS ON HIS BALLS 

"And where was his penis?" 

IN MY MOUTH 

THEY WANTED TO SUCK MY TITS -BOOBS. 

I JERKED THEM OFF, THEN I SUCKED THEM -THEIR DICKS- BEFORE I DID IT. 

Laufer tends to explain exactly what he thinks the reader should feel -which 
isn't necessarily a bad thing, when it means that the bias is towards exploiting 
the living victimization of an accident waiting to happen. 

And he takes his case everywhere. From MS Magazine's position on Date Rape 
to the opinions of local kids playing ball in the schoolyard. He ropes in 
Susan Brownmiller, Susie Bright (for fuck's sake), Neil Gilbert and marches 
around Camille Paglia. And all to constantly smash the horror, the pain, the 
destruction ...the violation... that rape is again and again and again- into 
that thick skull of yours. 

But he knows that the real story is not at the end of a baseball bat wrapped 
in plastic and smeared in vaseline, or in the drops of spit across a feminist's 
breakfast table. It's not in the white rule of the neighborhood or in a cheap 
lawyerly shock tactic. Yet he knows how important all of that is. 

The foreground of this busy portrait is filled to the edges with the victim. 

HER RETARDATION SEEMED TO HAVE SAVED HER FROM FEELING THE ONGOING FEAR AND 
PARANOIA SUFFERED BY MANY RAPE VICTIMS LONG AFTER THE CRIME AGAINST THEM IS 
ADJUDICATED. 

Even if she doesn't know it. Or if anyone can ever teach her. Or if that 
day in the basement with the cocks in her mouth, and the wood in her cunt, and 
the tasteless manipulation of mind and spirit never even happened. Or how her 
brain can handle the information. Or if she'll ever be allowed to live on her 
own. Or have a child, or should she. 

Close your eyes and pretend the face you're fucking isn't your wife. It's 
a hooker or a boy or a retard. And maybe they want it and maybe they don't. 
Maybe you're raping it or maybe you're not. 

Now open your eyes and look down. 


HER GRANDPA, SHE SAID, WOULD PUSH HER FORWARD ACROSS THE EDGE OF THE BED, 
HER FEET DANGLING OVER THE SIDE, AND HOLD HER IN PLACE WITH HIS HAND JUST BELOW 
HER NECK AS HE SODOMIZED HER. SHE HAD NEVER BEEN ABLE TO STAND ANY PRESSURE OF 
CLOTHING OR ANYTHING ELSE THERE. AND NOW SHE UNDERSTOOD WHY. 

Mary Taylor Previte's HUNGRY GHOSTS is full of another set of whys. And, of 
course, a whole new batch of syrupy hope. 

Mary waS raised by missionaries and spent part of her childhood in a Chinese 
concentration camp. It is her belief that these experiences give her job of 
running a juvenile detention center in New Jersey a unique perspective. 

As à voice for the disaffected children at the center, Mary decided to 
publish a journal called WHAT'S HAPPENING. And HUNGRY GHOSTS is in large part a 
collection of these stories -privately dictated by the kids in the sanctity and 
safety of Mary's office. Being a devout christian, Mary's editing job bears all 
the marks of a martyr forced to knuckle-under beneath the fierce weight of 
stark reality and harsh immorality. Naturally, the stories are worth telling 
because the kids are worth saving. You know she hates the titles she has to 
give the stories: BLOOD IN THE MIRROR/DREAMS GOING UP LIKE SMOKE/RAPE ON A 
SATURDAY NIGHT/IF MY FATHER WOULD'VE BEEN NEXT TO ME/HOOKING IS HARD WORK/MY 
STEPFATHER RAPED ME/TEENAGE MOTHER/EOVE (SEX) IN THE FAMILY. And it must pain her 
immeasurably to repeatt: 

MELINDA IS BLACK. HER TWO FRONT TEETH ARE MISSING. HER FATHER KICKED THEM OUT, 
DOWN IN A SHADOWY BASEMENT WHEN SHE WOULDN'T SWALLOW HIS SEMEN. 

DOWN IN THE DARKNESS, PROWLING MEN PAY FOR SEX WITH THIS PREGNANT CHILD. 

...SEEING STRANGE MEN PARADE THROUGH THE HOUSE TO HAVE SEX WITH THEIR MOMS. 

...SHE TRADED HER ELEVEN-YEAR OLD DAUGHTER BY THE HOUR TO MEN FOR A HIT OF 
COCAINE. 

But another part of HUNGRY GHOSTS is Mary's story. Her beliefs and faith and 
drive and "mission to change their world". And it's this part that kills absolutely 
everything. 

Because Mary is just another talking head -complete with god on her shoulder. 
Everything she says sounds like a news blip. Her lily white talking head spills 
out one headline after another; each one like the one before, like the ones 
you've heard too many times before. Only sentences where paragraphs might have 
meant more -might have, had the stories not been as trite as the actions and 
statistics proved. Fake shock begat and propped up by fake moralism and concern. 
Mary Taylor Previte floats through HUNGRY GHOSTS like god itself: safe, 
explained, untouched and distant. 

Maybe the idea of lost, suffering children being sold on temporary chimeras 
like god ànd love will appeal to some. But, certainly, that appeal would be 
focused on being there when the panaceas wear out -not when the fooled bleat and 
hawk and point at their fishbowl. 

But what about the typical -the everyday story- that makes up all these 
little thrills and swallows up all of one's time? Is it just jaded old age that 
insists that greater perversions be provided now that the more common fare don't 
make it any more? Is the rape of children that lays in the sediment of the cases 
in CHILDHOOD'S THIEF, WOMEN WHO HURT THEMSELVES and HUNGRY GHOSTS just too 
common now to excite in an immediate way? Do the cameras have to be on all the 
time? Do the reporters have to rely on full autopsies now, where inference or 
just the slightest mention would have been enough for a spark? Is it all too 
much gangsta rap? Current Affair? Are we too bloated? Too fat? Hungry? 

Does a blow-job have to be forced to bring you to orgasm? 

Does it have to feature AIDS? 

Does it have to include a money shot? 

Or a child? 

Or drugs? 

A mother searching in the background? 

A feminist theory? 

Or a withered, middle-aged hag with crows-feet and a need for reassurance? 

Or a retard? 

Or a group of high school students standing around, watching, laughing, 
pointing and encouraging? 

A QUESTION OF CONSENT by Peter Laufer goes a long way to convince. 


faster 

Now lick. 

get it all. 

you monster 

don't close that hole 

Don't close that fucking hole you pig I'11 cut it right out 
of your head. : 
right in there 

right in that sewer 

All of it 

you cunt 

you fucking cunt 

you fucking cunt 

you fucking fat ugly filthy fucking cunt 
lick that shit off 

lick it all off 

suck it clean 

lick your ugly fat lips you whore 

Just like one. = 
You worthless beast. 

huh -you like it huh? 

You like the way that slime tastes? 

How my bowels taste? 

my waste 

the jism that belongs in a toilet? 

my guts 

my shit 

you like the way it smells inside you? 
lick it all up 

you pig | 

Maybe it depends on how far you gotta reach. How much 
shit you get on you and how much of it sticks on you when 
you pull out. How much stink sticks to your body -your 
personality, your guts, yourself- when you lift on back out 
of the garbage can. How deep you had to reach and how quick 
you can walk away. And maybe how big -how good- the piece 
you pulled out is. How you found it. What you had to do for 
a look. What you were willing to do. Or compelled, forced, 
driven ...lusted, needed, wanted; how it mattered or didn't. 
What mom might think if she knew and how you tried to cover 
it up. 

Like watching THE PIANO just for the one scene. Hoping 
that little darling takes her clothes -all those fucking 
clothes- off; maybe in a washtub scene or a sleeping scene 
or pleasegodbrutalfuckingrape with fingers and a fist baby 
rape scene. And being happy -sated, pleased, tamed- with 
that wonderful little scene in the cupboard. Just the 
Scream. All tears and terror and Hollywood Award tantrum 
fear darling. 

Like the autopsy scene in MEN BEHIND THE SUN. The rats 
and the cat. The rats on fire. But that tiny penis when the 
boy hops up on that table. That little uncircumcised 


innocence standing -poking and wiggling- slightly up on that 


compact ball sack bunch. 

Or the wonderful acting. Nothing more than acting this 
time, no body parts, no reality, no cute face or dick to 
move you; no darling bud. Just the craft. Just the fantasy. 
Meryl Streep making SOPHIE'S CHOICE between the two babies 
and the dark SS genius. 

Ever wait too long? 

Or pay too much? 


upset on destruction 
and pain and hurt 
and revenge. It can 
be an effect. À 
cancer. À sadistic 
trouncing of the 
open and powerless. 
Or maybe just the 
easily-led who would 
hardly matter other- 
wise. 

What you need, 
then: Isn't facts 
from doctors or 
christians or artists 
or otherwise biased 
reporters. What you 
want is words from 
the victims. And to 
know that the very 
words spoken might 
be more powerful, 
more real, than the 
acts described. 

I AM NOW STARTING 
TO REMEMBER OTHER 
EPISODES OF ABUSE, 
SOME INVOLVING 
STRANGE MEN WHO 
FORCED ME TO HAVE SEX 
WITH THEM WHILE YOU 
WATCHED WITH APPARENT 
SATISFACTION. AND I 
REMEMBER SOME OF THEM 
SHOVING THINGS IN ME 
LIKE BROOM HANDLES 
AND HURTING ME IN 
UNSPEAKABLE WAYS. 
HYPNOSIS HAS HELPED 
ME REMEMBER, AND NOW 
I KNOW HOW SICK YOU 
ARE AND HOW DAMAGED 
I AM. 

(SUGGESTIONS OF ABUSE 
by Michael D. Yapko, 
Ph.D., Simon & 
Schuster) 

SHE STARTED TO TALK 
ABOUT SCHOOL, THEN 
SHE BEGAN SHOVING HER 
FINGERS IN HER 
VAGINA, TAKING HER 
FINGERS OUT, PUTTING 
THEM IN HER MOUTH AND 
PRETENDING SHE WAS 
EATING. THEN SHE DID 
IT WITH HER ANUS. 

(ON TRIAL by Billie 
Wright Dziech and 
Judge Charles B. 
Schudson, Beacon 
Press) 


Or regret the experience? 

Let it haunt you? Fight the voices in your head and try 
to convince yourself that the spittle that stretched from 
the end of his dick back to your drooly mouth wasn't cum. 
Wasn't pre-cum. Wasn't AIDS. And you can't get it from a 
blow- job either way, depending what side you're on 'cause 
doesn't enter the blood stream that way. 

And pat your wife on her flabby ass and thank her for 
the suck. And thanks for playing along. » 

And her ugly dugs don't look too bad now that you sunk 
a load into her gullet in the dark while you thought of 
someone else, either back in school or at work or on the 
Screen or anybody; anybody else. 

And she let you play along. 

Stroked your fat leg while she listened to your insults 
and didn't even bother to roll her eyes. Just played the 
perfect host; the perfect hole for your little indiscretions. 

"Cause maybe it didn't bother her. 

It doesn't take that long. 
the benefits are good. 
you don't really mean it. 
it's not all the time. 
it's soon forgotten. 
rarely considered. 
maybe it's just not worth the bother. 

Words are easy. So is the acting. The convincing. The 
cheap dues to live out a fantasy. 

JUST AS HER FATHER HAD FORCED HER TO HAVE ORAL SEX, 

KAREN FORCED UNCOMFORTABLE, SICKENING AMOUNTS OF FOOD DOWN 
HER THROAT. 

Cheap. 

Some psychiatrist wants to tell you her story. Or worse; 
She wants to hold your hand and talk down to you like some 
Montessori pet. 

THE FOLLOWING EXCERPT OF KAREN'S INCEST MEMORY CONTAINS 
ALL THE ELEMENTS FROM WHICH THE COMMON CYCLE OF THOUGHTS, 
FEELINGS, AND BEHAVIOR IS FORMED. IT IS DIFFICULT READING, 
LIKELY TO AROUSE NAUSEA, FEAR, SORROW AND ANGER. BUT THE 
PAINFUL EXPERIENCE OF READING IT CAN HELP IN BEGINNING TO 
UNDERSTAND HOW THE TRS WOMAN IS ABLE TO HARM HER OWN BODY. 

TRS is Trauma Reenactment Syndrome, a term author Dusty 
Miller uses to explain the impulse behind why women might be 
compelled to hurt themselves. And hurt to psychologist Dusty 
contains everything from razor-slashing to smoking. Her book, 
WOMEN WHO HURT THEMSELVES, is her gift to the women of the 
title. A voice for the poor wretches and a guide to help them 
overcome their problems. Dusty charts the problems of four 
particular women who embody all the horrors of self- 
mutilation: There's the cutter, the alcoholic, the bulimic, 
and the plastic surgery fanatic. 

Dusty does it just like you'd 
tremendous success of therapy, of 
her own ground breaking work in a new field: she defines her 
new terms, separates TRS from the other dissociative traumas 
and digs down into the psychic well of childhood tortures 
that causes all this pain for all these poor innocents. 

IT MAKES SENSE THAT THE SMALL CHILD WILL GROW UP 
ASSUMING THAT PAIN EQUALS CONNECTEDNESS. 

Details. 

AFTER MY FATHER FIRST STARTED TO ABUSE ME, I BEGAN 
SETTING INFECTIONS. I WENT TO MY MOTHER TO ASK HER TO FIX 
THE ITCHING BETWEEN MY LEGS. 

MY FATHER HOLDS ME WHILE THE OTHER MAN OPENS HIS PANTS. 


it 


expect. Acknowledges the 
twelve-step programs, and 


ONCE, I FELT LIKE 
I HURT ALL OVER WHEN 
I WOKE UP -THE BED 
WAS WET AND YUCKY. 
(...) I CAUGHT A 
DISEASE FROM MY DAD 
ABOUT A YEAR AGO. 
(REMEMBERING SATAN by 
Lawrence Wright, 
Knopf) 

I GUESS CAL WOULD 
LIKE TO BE ABLE TO 
TOUCH ME MORE. HE'S 
NOT INTERESTED IN 
DOING FUNKY THINGS 
LIKE THE ANAL SEX. I 
GUESS IT'S JUST THAT 
I CAN'T RELAX. I'M SO 
TENSE ALL THE TIME. 
AND OFTEN MY HEAD OR 
MY CHEST HURTS DURING 
SEX. LIKE I'M BEING 
CRUSHED. AND IF CAL 
WAKES ME UP TO HAVE 
SEX, I CAN'T FUNCTION 
AT ALL. THEN I CAN'T 
GO BACK TO SLEEP 
EITHER. 

(LESSONS IN EVIL, 
LESSONS FROM THE 
LIGHT by Gail Carr 
Feldman, Ph.D., 
Crown) 

"Will you tell us 
what Ray did in the 
green house?" 

HE PUT HIS FINGER 
AND HIS PENIS IN MY 
VAGINA AND MY BOTTOM. 
(THE ABUSE OF 
INNOCENCE by Paul & 
Shirley Eberle, 
Prometheus) 

I HAD TO KISS 
ILIANA'S BUTT. I HAD 
TO PLAY WITH FRANK'S 
PENIS A LOT. I'D BITE 
ON IT. HE'D PEE IN 
MY MOUTH, AND IT 
DIDN'T TASTE GOOD, 
AND EVERYBODY HAD TO 
WATCH. 

(UNSPEAKABLE ACTS by 
Jan Hollingsworth, 
Congdon & Weed) 
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HE TOUCHES ME AND TOUCHES HIMSELF. MY FATHER HOLDS MY LEGS APART WHILE THE MAN 
RAPES ME. I DON'T REMEMBER MAKING ANY NOISE, NO SCREAMS, NO CRYING UNTIL THEY LEAVE 

These acts, these fucks, mean more than simple orgasms. They're the gift that 
keeps on giving. These women want to hurt themselves. They can't get dad's dick 
out of their face -even if they can't see it all that clearly now. They must eat 
and needle and drink and slice and cry and moan and lose sleep and fight and fight 
and succeed and relapse and remember and live the day to day to day pain. 

So the mind-set is what's important. And the details not plentiful or graphic 
enough. And the rumination too contrived, too easy and typical. Masticated. Lazy. 
Lazy like women who need attention or a pat on the head as an excuse to hang their 
hair shirts on. Like a boyfriend to hold hands. Or a psychologist that listens 
and loves and cares and burps for pay. 

You've heard it all before. Long before. 

So what you want is more of it. Some weeping psychotic mess with a razor and a 
closet and glossed over eyes that drip in time to dad's pumping huge gland and 
thick veiny hairy hands and fingers and the blood on the sheets and in the edges 
of her baby mouth when she catches her bright red tomato face in the mirror before 
mama gets home. 

But you don't get it. 

Even though you reached all the way down to the bottom of the garbage can. Just 
scraps. You need more. Next time. One story. One long story that covers everything 
and doesn't pretend fat is dad's fault. Details! 

HE WAS UNBUTTONING HIS PANTS! "I HAVE THIS BIG OLD THING FOR YOU! YOU COME ON 
TO YOUR OLD GRANDPA NOW AND I'LL GIVE YOU SOMETHING GOOD!" 

A little baby in Georgia. 

A little baby girl fucked by her grandpa and sold as a prostitute by her 
mother. A first grader even. 

HOW I GOT THE RIBBONS FOR SUCKING THE MAN AND TOUCHING HIM IN HIS PANTS. 

HE WAS ABSOLUTELY FURIOUS AT THE IDEA OF ME SUCKING TOO HARD AND HURTING HIM 
WHEN HE WAS FEELING SO GOOD. HE BALLED UP HIS FIST AND HIT ME IN THE SIDE OF THE 
HEAD AS HARD AS HE COULD. 

Of course, the little baby had to forget. Had to become a woman and develop all 
sorts of problems and find a therapist who would help that little baby heal. An 
angel named Rose Mary Evans, M.S.W. 

And the angel would also heal. She'll come to terms with her lesbianism and 
her place in society. And there will be understanding. And the angel will give the 
woman a fake name and tell all the world her incredible story: 

About how the little girl became a troubled woman. 

And how she unlocked the secrets and pain. 

And how corroboration isn't that important when the story is as meaty as this. 
Or when the trouble, like having a drug-addicted son, is that severe.': 

And how the little southern girl found a black family to take care of her. And 
how the whole fucking book is then reduced to annoying Mark Twain/Nick Cave 
nigger talk jokes. 

I ASK HONEY IF THE LORD BE MAD AT THEM BADDIES? I ASK HER DO THE LORD BEAT 
SHIT OUTTA THEM? 

But what are details if the story is all pain? If the entire time you're 
reading sentence after sentence of cheap psychology and phony need and brutally 
tacky dramatics, your head is swimming with the root cause of it all. Even if she 
goes all the way back to birth (I WAS JUST AN HOURS" OLD BABY WHEN HE PUSHED ME 
AWAY) and finds her:waÿ into a murder of a child prostituting pimp whose throat 
she slashed..What if the woman's damage is so deep that the details need only 
be true to her? Whatever the reality? 

And maybe her fantasy; her fetish-thinking could be even greater if she didn't 
believe it. Her imagination just poured out enough porno to keep it legal. 

HE JUST LOOKS AT ME ANGRILY WITH HIS BLUE FISH EYES AND TELLS ME TO SUCK IT. 
SUCK HIS THING. THAT'S ALL HE CARES ABOUT, NOT IF I WANT TO DO IT. HE IS TOO BUSY 
THINKING OF HIS THING AND HOW HE WANTS TO FEEL BETTER. SUCK IT! SUCK IT HARD BABY. 
SHUT UP YOUR GODDAM CRYING! 

Too McMartin, too Jordan and Kelly Michaels. Too christian TV cartoon. 

A fantasy made up by a fantasy -a useless, quivering wreck desperate to be a 
useless, quivering wreck. Lies: 
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PUSSY TOURETTE wants you to share her world. Her CD, 
"PUSSY TOURETTE IN HI-FI", is just stuffed with her lovely 
personality -her unique outlook and steamy experience. 

I DON'T KNOW WHY I LIKE IT, 

"WELL, I WAS STANDING ON A CORNER NOT AN HOUR AGO, 

TRYING TO MAKE A BUCK AND KEEP MY COVER LOW 

Ms. Tourette needs -needs- to invite you into her -her- 
life. Lucky girl with her crystal clean cunt; neatly trimmed 
and muscle tight. High cash glamour and stars and maybe a 
little vaseline stick; a little red faced sport sweat and 
lust all directed at her pristine, untouchable, unbelievable, 
street smart prized cunt. 

I THOUGHT, ‘YOU'VE DONE IT BABY, YOU'VE MADE ME JUICY. 

NOW DO IT TO ME AND PHUQUE MY PUSSY'. 

There's the song about how she liked to play dress-up 
when she was a kid, then there's "FRENCH BITCH", 
(about cops -"NOW WE'RE GONNA HAVE TO 
FRISK YOU BEFORE WE TAKE YOU IN") and her cover of "IF I 
CAN'T SELL IT". And "PUSSY'S BOOGIE" again: 

MY NIPPLES GOT ERECT WHEN HE PATTED MY ASS 

SO, THEN, I PULLED DOWN MY TOP -LET 
BREEZE- FOR HIS DRIVING PLEASURE AND HIS HANDLING EASE. 

Pussy is all woman. 


"HEELS", "FREE PUSSY" 


All whore. 


All hot bitch hooker with none of that fag Hi-NRG beat 
for her, give her cheap studio blues and cabaret and maybe 
what Prince was mistaken about a few years back. 

WELL, WE GOT ON HIS BIKE 

AND WE STARTED TO RIDE 

MY PUSSY GOT SO WET THAT I STARTED TO SLIDE 

Pussy's got it and knows what to do with it. She doesn't 
go in for all the superfluous bullshit: 


how much it cost. 


where she had it done. 
how she feels about the muscles in her back and legs, her 
trim V and thick neck. her lousy skin getting worse every 


‘EM FLAP IN THE 


Daddy's been think- 
ing. He -for reasons 
god intended- doesn't 
want to ...have sex.. 
with his daughter. 
And, anyways, it's not 
child molesting, 
‘cause he didn't have 
these feelings when 
she was younger ...and 
the urges he has now 
have nothing to do 
with her being his: 
daughter. It's just. 
It's just her -the 
way she bounces 
around this fucking 
house, for christ 
sake, with her titties 
wobbling underneath 
that flimsy shirt, and 
her fat lipstick when 
she comes home. And 
his daughter is 
developing into a hard 
little ass and he 
doesn't get to see her 
in her white panties 
that much anymore. 
And, really, it has 
very little to do with 
her. Her being the 
daughter he...loves... 
you know, it could be 
a PLAYBOY kinda thing- 
just titties and bush 
and he's a fucking 
guy after all. 

And he's thinking 
maybe he'd just like 
to see someone else 
fuck her. Oh man. But 
maybe if he could 
sneak a peek and jesus 
this is just 
absolutely fucking 
impossible. Her with 
her legs in the air 
and ...or her ass up 
in the air, those 
fresh firm cute tan 


day, not knowing whether to remember if she should or 
shouldn't iook in the mirror today. 

could pussy mean asshole. 

do her customers get what they want and are some of them 
very disappointed at the pre or post operation decision. 

drugs. 

hemorrhoids. 

bleeding. 

scars. 

old age. 

phantom pain and the lack of àny fuck feelings beside 
skin rubs and scrapes. Fuck it harder, baby. Fuck it really 
fucking hard, baby. 

Pussy knows that's not where it is, honey. À hole is a 
hole. And this one -no matter what it is- looks like a 
flower, not a fucking machine, motherfucker, and it feeis 
even better. For you. 

Prick. 

One big hole. One lovely flower. 

ONE NIGHT THIS LADY HAD A SOLO SHOW AND THE CUSTOMER 
PURPOSELY EJACULATED THROUGH THE HOLES IN THE GLASS. IT GOT 
ON HER BACK AND IN HER HAIR. SHE TOLD ME, "KRYSTL, THESE MEN 
WOULD JUST AS SOON PISS ON YOU AS COME ON YOU". (2) 

What causes that smell? 

That rot. That filth. That body. 

And would dear Miss Pussy kill or retch. 

On her fingers to your nose. Smelis just like real cunt, 
oh yes absolutely. Look at how hard it got me -how hard you 
got me with your fine, fine woman's body and negro-cool you 
fucking degenerate debased lump of scars and psychoses. You 
imploding, barking beast -desperate and grasping and clawing 
and crying and convincing: cunt. 

What are you going to do with that, boy? 


You wanna kiss it? 

You wanna hold it? 

You wanna climb right up inside there? 

You wanna phuque my pussy? 

You wanna jam it in and break it off? 

All woman are the same, says a barroom drunk to a horny 
schoolboy. 


One big fucking hole. 

One ugly bucket. 

Littie boy bored at his school desk wanders off and 
thinks: cunts. 

What was I thinking? 

Why wasn't I thinking? 

Hole. Hole. Hole -fuck's sake, how could I have been so 
weak, so stupid, so sad and blank. It's a fucking pit, a hole 
that collects piss and dirty, dirty blood around its edges 
like the rim of a garbage can. And smears with shit and 
grease and sweat and mucous. It sags. And hangs open tired 
and useless and weak. Dripping, beating filth. 

Little boy bangs his head in his hands. When can I think 
of something else? Not now. Not ever. 

Fucking bad mistake. Nothing else will matter as much as 
this. When you wake up the thought is still there. It didn't 
go away like you hoped the night before when you were trying 
to sleep and not think about it anymore. 

The test won't ease your mind. 

Even though the cold sore just doesn't make sense that 


way. And the diarrhea is just something you ate. The nausea 
is worry. Self-perpetuating sickness. 


ass cheeks shimmying 
flesh tightly as she 
squats on some thick 
hard cock in and down 
and up and slide wet 
and arch your baby 
back and grab her 
tits, turn her around 
and grab her titties 
and finger her clit 
like ...whoever 
grab her shoulders and 
really fucking dig in, 
fucking push, pump you 
fucking rutting dogs. 
Shoot up inside her 
now, shoot that shit 
up that soaked-up 
teenage black hair 
hole. 

Daddy feeis dirty. 
Surely everybody does 
it -thinks about it- 
but all those cock- 
Suckers wonít let on. 
Nice titties. Slim 
cunt. Who wouldn't. 
Those little rolled- 
up white socks. 1-900- 
whatever. Daddy don't 
care if the cunts are 
laughing or fat or 
hateful. Cute under- 
standing cunts would 
be worse, actually. 
Just wants to hear the 
words..Cock. Your 
cock. You like that?- 
shut the fuck up cunt, 
he thinks, just say 
the words. 

Closes his eyes. 

Gotta be more 
Careful. The night- 
mares he drives away 
with get worse every 
time. Some nigger 
fuck in the alley he 
just. pulled into, 
jumps outta any 
garbage can or dark 
backdoor way anytime 
and the worst thing 
wouldn't be explaining 


it ...but a day later 


and all the good parts 
are burnt into his 
brain. 

Transexual hook- . 
ers. Or maybe rough 
teen hard cock street 
corner trade in the 


BOY'S IMMATURELY DEVELOPED BODY. HIS MOUTH ENGULFED RICKY'S LIFELESS PENIS. THE 
OLD MAN LABORIOUSLY BREATHED AS HE SUCKED THE GENITALS INTO HIS MOUTH. THE ORAL 
COPULATION SUBSIDED ONLY WHEN GREEN TOOK A BREATH AND MURMURED, "BOY, YOU GOT À BIG 
ONE". 

Ricky's sister is raped by her father, which starts her on a downward spiral 
that will come to engulf brothers Ricky and Perry in imitative, incestuous sex 
play. 

Ricky is forced to eat his own vomit and takes to torturing animals. 

A one~year-old baby is raped. 

Ricky becomes a prostitute at fifteen, after another rape by another bun. : 

Ricky molests his thirteen-year-old sister-in-law (just a blow job and grope). 

and much, much more. Including murder victims. And photos. 

“I WANT TO WATCH YOU SCREW HER IN THE ASS", SHARON TOLD HER HUSBAND. 

MONTANA'S PLEADING EYES FIXED ON RICKY. "BECAUSE YOU'RE A FUCKING WHORE!" RICKY 
SCREAMED AS HE AGAIN LEFT THE SCENE OF THE ATTACK TO SECURE A BALL-PEEN HAMMER FROM 
THE TOOLBOX IN THE ADJOINING BEDROOM. 

LIFTING THE LARGE HAMMER IN THE AIR, GREEN BASHED THE HEAD OF THE FAINTING 
VICTIM WITH ENOUGH FORCE TO CRACK HER SKULL. BLOOD GUSHED FROM THE HEAD WOUND, 
COVERING THE ATTACKER. 

RICKY WAS SICK OF HEARING THE DESPERATE CRIES. HE PICKED UP ANOTHER ONE OF THE 
KITCHEN KNIVES AND MOVED DOWN FEFFERMAN'S TREMBLING BODY. RICKY GRABBED THE PENIS 
OF THE QUAKING MAN AND WITH SEVERAL SAWING MOTIONS AMPUTATED IT, ALONG WITH THE TOP 
PORTION OF HIS SCROTUM. HE SHOVED THE EXTREMITY INTO THE OPEN MOUTH OF FEFFERMAN. 

FEFFERMAN'S FAMILY, ATTENDING THE PAINFUL TRIAL THAT INCLUDED GRISLY TESTIMONY, 
GRAPHIC PHOTOGRAPHS, AND RICKY'S OWN CONFESSION, FOUGHT BACK TEARS AFTER THE VERDICT 
WAS ANNOUNCED. 

"WE FEEL MOST STRONGLY THAT THIS PUNISHMENT WILL PROTECT INNOCENT VICTIMS, LIKE 
STEVEN, FROM THIS VICIOUS SERIAL MURDERER", FEFFERMAN'S SISTER SAID. “NOTHING WILL 
BRING STEVEN BACK, BUT WE AT LEAST HAVE THIS VERDICT FOR SOME PEACE OF MIND". 

Any aging ugly hen will tell you all about the world's problems and her 
theories. All the reasons. All the whys and hows and see... 

Like the slimy beast who wants you to know about the rooting reflex. Where she 
strokes her baby's chin while holding its ugly head close to her stretch-marked 
gray milk fatty dug. The baby, this pig seethes, will naturally turn its head to 
find that hideous pickled nipple to nurse. 

Naturally. 

.Like the smell of one of those red enflamed hairy gashes. Like the smell of 
piss, disease, rot, overuse and sweat and sexual abuse. 

And the little boy settles down. 

He struggles through puberty and chooses not to see one great big hole. 

The motivation becomes as different as the situation. 

And fucking and popping in one hole is rather different, isn't it, than 
fucking and popping in another -say, one where you can't see the hairs on your 
cunting wife's nipples or the matted black hairs in her sticky fat asshole. Or 
the way she grinds her hips in time with your grunting pumps. Or the way her old 
wrinkled flesh sticks together or slides apart. 

Maybe the way she closes her eyes and remembers what it was like when she had 
a cock and, thank christ, that's all over. Or the way her eyes roll up in her head 
as the junk in her veins makes it impossible to even know what's getting banged. 
It's more than a mattress, cocksucker, it's more than some stupid female cunt that 
you don't: ‘know what ‘to-do: with. This beautiful fucking : thing. : You don't. want that 

v this one “right here. 


^it. j 
Which is wha panes the crimes .so special. 
And. Friday me seems: like the. ‘best day for a strawberry &ouche. 
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SHOUT. I DIDN'T FEEL ANYTHING. I FELT NOTHING. IT WAS JUST 
THE MOST TERRIBLE MOMENT I'VE EVER HAD. 

And the attacks only when necessary: 

SUSAN'S PANTS HAD BEEN REMOVED, CAROLINE WAS NAKED AND 
SARAH HAD BEEN THE VICTIM OF A SERIOUS SEXUAL ASSAULT. ALL 
THE GIRLS HAD THEIR SHOES REMOVED. THE FIRST THING BLACK HAD 
DONE AFTER THE BORDERS ABDUCTION WAS TO TAKE THE SIX-YEAR- 
OLD'S SHOES OFF AND INDECENTLY ASSAULT HER. THE SIMILARITIES 
WERE STARTLING. 

Robert Biack has since granted extensive interviews to 
"pedophile expert" Ray Wyre, excerpts of which have already 
been printed in English papers: 

I WAS IN THE PARK NEAR WHERE I LIVED IN GREENOCK AT THE 
SWINGS. IT WAS GETTING TOWARDS TWILIGHT AND ALL THE OTHER 
KIDS HAD GONE EXCEPT FOR THE ONE LITTLE GIRL. I ASKED HER IF 
SHE WANTED TO SEE A KITTEN AND SHE CAME WITH ME ... 

AS WE WERE GOING IN TO WHAT WAS AN AIR RAID SHELTER, 
SAID IT WAS DARK AND SHE WANTED TO GET OUT AGAIN. 
TO CRY. 

I THINK I CLAPPED MY HANDS OVER HER MOUTH. I TOOK HER 
INSIDE AND HELD HER DOWN ON THE GROUND WITH MY HAND ROUND HER 
THROAT AND I WAS HOLDING HER DOWN AND SHE MUST HAVE GONE 
UNCONSCIOUS. 

I LEFT HER THERE AND THE NEXT DAY I WAS ARRESTED. 
FOUND WANDERING, CRYING AND BLEEDING. 

The great book on him and his child-suffocating, finger- 
fucking lusts remains unreleased. 

THE MORE I DRANK, THE MORE I KILLED. THE MORE I KILLED, 
THE MORE I DRANK. 

The heroes of BLOOD RUSH are Ricky Lee Green and his wife 
Sharon. BLOOD RUSH dishes up everything it can -and there's 
alot- without embarrassment and, more importantly, without 
the author sticking her petty personality in where it doesn't 
belong. Patricia Springer does have a peripheral connection 
to the crimes and uses it as a springboard, not as a moral 
out or crutch. Further, it's a somewhat convenient connection 
that accents her 150 hours of interviews: she's friends with 
the mother of one of Ricky's victims. 

In short order, BLOOD RUSH is a blood feast -full of the 
usual white trash vacancy and sex mad, drug and drink 
charged desperation and rage. Much more vicious and sadistic 
than Eddie Cole, yet presented in a more controlled (and 
trustworthy) manner that, fittingly, verges on the porno- 
graphic. 

More blood. More pain. More speed and frenzy and 
confusion. All factors which should add up to just another 
loser's tale. Another set of bums whose synapses fire and 
pop in pitch black senselessness. Ms. Springer reaches into 
the gore a bit further than expected (or required) and yanks 
out more than just chemical soaked details. But the details 
are there in abundance; as is the pain and suffering and 
mistakes and losses of all those involved in crimes that 
exist above simple feral sex acts and lifeless time wasting. 

Ricky's family is given the proper attention. His father, 
a drug dealer, is responsible for incredible perversions 
and lusts. As is grandfather. 

11 year-old Ricky runs away and ends up raped by a home- 
less bum. 

Made to stay with his grandfather, Ricky is repeatedly 
raped: 

HIS CALLUSED HANDS RAN THE LENGTH AND BREADTH OF THE 


SHE 
SHE STARTED 


SHE WAS 


DETECTIVE anthologies. 
Of course, each new 
volume -regardless of 
the titie- is simply 
a méssy collection of 
grindhouse murder 
formulas, ali 
previously published 
and forgotten. The 
newest volumes are 
PREDATORS (3) and 
HOOKER KILLERS (4) 
and just like ail the 
titles in Pinnacle's 
TRUE DETECTIVE line, 
feature crimes loosely 
centered on a 
particular fetish. 
But unlike former 
volumes, these latest 
two narrow the field 
to a very specific 
type of victim. 
Rather than let the 
victims be related 
just by the way they 
were murdered, HOOKER 
KILLERS and PREDATORS 
("THE MORE HELPLESS 
THE VICTIM...THE MORE 
HIDEOUS THE CRIME") 
boasts a closer-to- 
the-bone feel for 
fans of sex crime 
where the emphasis is 
on sex and crime 
rather than tacky 
mysteries and gore: 

TINA WAS NOW LYING 
DEAD ON A COLD SLAB 
IN THE MORGUE BECAUSE 
OF HER LIFESTYLE. SHE 
LOOKED MUCH OLDER, 
THEY OBSERVED, AND HAD 
TRACK MARKS ON HER 
ARMS FROM INJECTING 
ILLICIT DRUGS. 

and 

THE INFANT'S MOTHER, 
PAULA SIMS, COULD NOT 
STAND TO BE IN THE 
HOUSE WITH THE REMIND- 
ERS THAT HER FIRST- 
BORN CHILD HAD BEEN 
KIDNAPPED AND BRUTALLY 
KILLED. 


Please note the new 
address: Peter Sotos/ 
3023 N. Clark St., 
#172/ Chicago, IL / 
60657-5205 USA 


These cunts deserve to die. 

They all deserve it. 

All holes. 

That thing spread her legs. Pushed her tiny curled feet 
apart and thrust her seat out front with a burp and a yawn. 
Spit on her fingers and rubbed her grease between the folds 
in that splayed meaty mess. Sticks in a skinny old finger and 
juts around. Back out and...figure it's ready. 

"YOu want me to get you wet first?" 

(your mama would ask nicely) 

"I need to get you wet first." 

(this cheap pig bleats out only what she wants) 

Gentle. Gentle. Wait. 

INCIDENTALLY, MENSTRUAL PERIODS CAN BE A NUISANCE, BUT 
WE STRIPPERS HAVE A WAY OF DEALING: USE TAMPONS, BUT CUT THE 
STRING FIRST. IT BECOMES A VERY PRIVATE JOKE. THE CUSTOMERS 
NEVER SUSPECT. 

Walking, talking toilets. 

Old bags waiting to wheeze into loose flabby sponges of 
bitter, stapled and tied, filth. 

Sows. 

Cows. 

Dogs. 

Beasts. 

Poor little skinny guy. Figures they all deserve it. 
Their gender. Wants them to know what he thinks. Just like 
they asked for it. Just ‘cause these fucking cunts deserve 
it. 

AS THE OFFICERS APPROACHED THE BED, THEY SAW TINY 3-YEAR- 
OLD MARCELLINE ONICK SPRAWLED IN GORE. HER BLOOD WAS DRIPPING 
ONTO THE CARPET. DOTS OF CRIMSON SPLASHED ACROSS THE WALL. 
HER LIFE'S BLOOD OOZED FROM VICIOUS KNIFE SLASHES ACROSS HER 
THROAT AND UPPER TORSO. HER TINY BLUE EYES STARED SIGHTLESSLY 
INTO OBLIVION. (3) 

THE CORPSE, THEY NOTED, WAS THAT OF A YOUNG WOMAN. HER 
BODY WAS COOL TO TOUCH, LIKELY AT OR NEAR ROOM TEMPERATURE. 
SHE WAS BLOND AND SLENDER, AND THEY GUESSED THAT SHE WAS IN 
HER MID-20S. IT LOOKED LIKE SHE HAD BEEN SLAPPED OR PUNCHED 
PRIOR TO HER DEATH. BECAUSE OF THE BLUISH COLOR OF HER FACE 
AND THE MARKINGS ON HER THROAT, THEY THEORIZED THAT SHE HAD 
BEEN STRANGLED MANUALLY. (4) 

Loads of old reasons, loads of excuses. Loads of mistakes. 
Guesses and jumps. 

"T COULDN'T CONTROL MYSELF" 

Eddie Cole mumbles while Michael Newton furiously, mind- 
lessly, records every drop. 

SILENT RAGE: THE 30-YEAR ODYSSEY OF A SERIAL KILLER. 
BASED ON 32 WEEKS OF EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEWS WITH SERIAL KILLER 
EDDIE COLE. Written by the author of murder anthologies 
HUNTING HUMANS, SERIAL SLAUGHTER and BAD GIRLS DO IT, as well 
as the embarrassingly incomplete and incorrect MASS MURDER, 
AN ANNOTATED BIBLIOGRAPHY. In an interview with Dan Kelly, 
editor of EVIL (a little fanzine for beginner true crime 
book collectors), Newton told of his connection with Cole: 

BY THE TIME I WITNESSED HIS EXECUTION IN DECEMBER 1985, 
HE HAD PROVIDED ME WITH A FULL HANDWRITTEN AUTOBIOGRAPHY, 
PLUS ACCESS TO VARIOUS CONFIDENTIAL RECORDS -RAP SHEETS, 
PSYCHIATRIC REPORTS, PRISON FILES, THE WORKS. HIS LIFE IS 
BASICALLY A HOW-TO STORY ON THE MAKING OF A MONSTER, WITH 
NUMEROUS CHILDHOOD PARALLELS TO MANSON, LUCAS, TOOLE AND 
OTHER PRACTITIONERS WHO HAVE ACHIEVED GREATER FAME. 


alley off Belmont near 
Clark. On your knees 
as his young buddies 
laugh and check for 
cops and think about 
beating you to death 
for fun, revenge more 
than money. And you 
know it. And you must 
have forgotten it 
again. Talk yourself 
out of it again as you 
go home, shaking your 
head and indulging in 
the images you'll 
fight again in a week. 
Please god, please 
fucking god jesus 
christ please. Don't 
let me do it again. 

Ugiy drunk bastard. 

AIDS helping hands. 

Porno. 

Flabby deep cunts. 
Wet mouths on puerto 
rican teenagers with 
fat teenage asses and 
a huge baseball bat 
rammed so far up that 
hairy cunt; can't 
understand a word you 
Spic beast, pull the 
end out of the bones 
underneath this dark 
brown red mole fucked 
hair hole. Want to see 
the skin split; not 
from that ripped gash 
she uses to shit out 
little welfare rats 
and mid-day drunk wet- 


back busboys but right 


there on top: in that 
fuzzy wirey pitch rats 
nest of brillo hair. 
Bleed you third world 
cunt. Slut. Whore. 
Pig Mira mira mira 
look at the lovely 
female hole you own 
and shake and spread 
and smell. 

Show me how you 
bleed. 

And how you piss 
with that hole. 

Your yeast 
infection. 

Abscesses, genital 
warts. 

Does it feel just 

wonderful.up the back 


Impressive access. Sad waste. of your spine when I 
'Cause Cole is an interesting enough lunatic. Typical but tickle that fat cock- 
brutal backward trash childhood with his mom making him wear sized clit of yours? 


girl's clothes and dragging him with her when she traipses Do you finger it? 
off to fuck soidiers. He strangles a dog after his mom beats Do you clean it? 
him following a youthful sex tryst and slowly builds a life- Maxi-pads? 
time obsession with strangulation. Elephant pads? 


Cole's life is recounted as something of an aimless drift. little wilted dead 
A liquor-soaked stagger across America that lands him in and dick, fat nigger lips 
‘out of jail and skid row flop houses more times than anyone and hideous short but 


would care to hear about. He rolls fags. He confesses. He thick scars just . 
murders. He asks for help. He struggles, stays drunk and underneath the hard 
confused and violently, sloppily bored. bags stuck in her 

He suffers from his "compulsion to kill" and becomes boney junkie flat rib 
extremely disturbed over his victim's tendency to soii them- chest. 
selves in death. His tastes include necrophilious rape and Nice tongue cunt. 
(highly questionable) cannibalism. Where'd you learn 


"I RIPPED HER CLOTHES OFF MORE TO HUMILIATE HER THAN ANY- to talk such good 
THING ELSE", HE RECALLS FROM A DISTANCE OF YEARS. "I REMEMBER nigger? 


THINKING THAT WOMEN LIKE TO GO AROUND EXPOSING THEMSELVES, Ever fucked in a 
AND SHE WAS DAMN SURE GOING TO BE EXPOSED. IF THERE WAS ANY Cabrini Green hallway? 
THOUGHT OF RAPE, IT WAS QUICKLY FORGOTTEN BECAUSE OF THE Ever tasted dad's 
FECAL MATTER". dick? 

Certainly, SILENT RAGE is complete and exhaustive. And How many times? 
Newton documents his sources in lengthy notes at the book's How many dads? 
finish. But the work either stinks of the drink that fueled ‘Those who remain 
Eddie's muddy confusion or of the flimsy lies fostered from unconvinced of Pussy 
cheap, lazy psychologies and uncomfortable, specious Tourette's (PUSSY 
fantasies spewed by Cole and swallowed by Newton: TOURETTE IN HI-FI, 

THE WOMEN HE MURDERED REMINDED HIM OF HIS DRUNKEN, Feather Boa Music (1)) 
ADULTEROUS MOTHER. "I THINK", HE TOLD THE PANEL, "I'VE BEEN real idea of fun may 
KILLING HER THROUGH THEM". find similar 

And pathetically: pleasures are to be 

PASSAGE OF TIME AND THE OFFICIAL BAN ON COOPERATION MADE had in the fourth 
IT IMPOSSIBLE TO DOUBLE-CHECK MISSING PERSON REPORTS FROM issue of REALITY HOAX. 
1971, BUT I ACCEPT COLE'S VERSION OF EVENTS IN THIS REGARD, Dedicated to showing 
AS HE SHOWED NO INTEREST IN PLAYING A "NUMBERS GAME" WITH "where John and Jane 
SPURIOUS CONFESSIONS. Doe are getting screw- 

Liquor is the most immediate, convenient excuse. For ed by the media", 
everything. And some criminals use it as the blood of their REALITY HOAX offers 
dick-following, cunt-sniffing fumbles; while others see it an extremely anti- 


as something more akin to an adjunct, crutch or...lubricant. septic interview with 
I'D BE WILLING TO BET THAT UNDER THE RIGHT CIRCUMSTANCES, Patricia Winn, a male- 

I'M NOT SO SURE NOW BECAUSE I KNOW THAT I HAVE CHANGED. I to-female transexual 

KNOW I HAVE BEEN ABLE TO DO A LOT TO HEAL MYSELF, BASICALLY in the same spirit. 

HEAL MYSELF, WHICH WAS WHAT WAS WRONG BEFORE. BUT YEARS AGO, Meaning that the 

WHEN I WAS FIRST ARRESTED, I KNOW THAT IF THE POLICE HAD SAT results are hardly 

ME DOWN IN A ROOM, LET ME GET DRUNK ON, SAY, BOURBON -A prurient and hardly 

DRINK THAT REALLY MADE ME VICIOUS -HARD LIQUOR AND 7-UP OR interesting. Other 

SOMETHING, AND SHOWED ME SOME REALLY HARD-CORE PORNOGRAPHY, than a few misshapen 


I COULD HAVE TALKED TO THEM IN THAT VOICE. I COULD HAVE faux pas... THE LAST 
TALKED TO THEM FROM THAT PERSPECTIVE. IT WOULD HAVE COME OUT SEX (St. Martin's 
OF ME JUST, IT WOULD HAVE BLOSSOMED RIGHT OUT OF ME: Press (2)) is another 
Polly Nelson was Ted Bundy's last lawyer -the one who post modern word fest 
tried to keep him alive by legal maneuvers as his execution that attempts to cover 
dates whizzed closer and closer. And Polly, like Newton, similar ground, albeit 
had very impressive access -especially in light of Bundy's elevated way beyond 
decision to tell all when his legal options ran out. Polly their station. Mostly 
‘was there right up to the end. concerned with gender 


So, the obvious plays out. The last few chapters are the definitions and a 
only ones of any worth. And are, in fact, highly vorthwhile. tiresome focus on 
But the first three-quarters of DEFENDING THE DEVIL are just role playing artists 


what you'd expect from a lawyer and its book. 

Polly Nelson documents the voluminous and deadly boring 
legal rigamarole to a fault. Worse, the only personality 
injected into the lists of files and plans and hopes is that 
of Polly. And she's a gross stereotype. Polly assumes you'll 
side with her. Her soap opera moralism and safe ingenue 
dissolution. Her cheap, protected rites of passage, and the 
mean reality that's supposed to mourn the loss of meaning in 
designs like "inner child" and "heart of hearts". She wants 
you to feel her drive and mission, and knows you'll under- 
stand the righteousness behind "my case" and "my Ted". 

Bitter ecumenicalism and a bothersome, unimportant lifeless 
drone: 

WHY COULDN'T HE AT LEAST PRETEND HE WAS SORRY. 

But all this would be just par for the course, were it 
not for her finally, ultimately, getting her big fat female 
ass in the way of what might have been -and now never will. 

«eel HAD ASKED TED TO DO ME ONE FAVOR, AS HIS LAWYER, AND 
TO NOT DISCUSS THE FLORIDA CRIMES, JUST IN CASE WE GOT A STAY 
OF EXECUTION AT THE VERY LAST MINUTE. ON THE TAPE, DOBSON 
ASKS HIM ABOUT THE MURDER OF KIMBERLY LEACH. TED HESITATES 
AND GLANCES AROUND, DECIDING WHAT TO DO. I LOVE THAT MOMENT. 
I'M SORRY, THAT SOUNDS CHIRPY, LIKE BEING "VERY HAPPY" ABOUT 
A STAY OF EXECUTION FOR THE MURDERER OF INNOCENT VICTIMS. BUT 
I LOVE TO SEE TED STRUGGLING WITH MY INSTRUCTIONS, DECIDING 
WHETHER TO RESTRAIN HIMSELF OR DO AS HE PLEASES, ASSERT 
CONTROL. HE FINALLY CHOKES OUT THAT HE CAN'T TALK ABOUT IT, 
THOUGH HE'D LIKE TO. 

from PURE #2: 

KIMBERLY LEACH,12. KIMMY'S BODY WASN'T FOUND UNTIL TWO 
MONTHS AFTER HER DISAPPEARANCE. HER THROAT WAS SLIT FROM EAR 
TO EAR. HER 12-YEAR-OLD VAGINA AND ANUS WERE FOUND MUTILATED. 
AUTHORITIES BELIEVE THAT  KIMBERLY WAS FORCED TO CROUCH ON 
ALL FOURS WHILE BUNDY ATTACKED HER FROM ABOVE AND BEHIND. 

THE LITTLE GIRL WAS FOUND IN A SLEEPING BAG IN THE REAR. 
SHE HAD BEEN BOUND AND STICKING PLASTER WAS TAPED OVER HER 
MOUTH. BLACK HAD REMOVED HER SHOES AND SOCKS. A BAG WITH A 
DRAW-STRING WAS OVER HER HEAD, AND IT HAD BEEN TIGHTENED 
AROUND HER NECK. SHE HAD BEEN INDECENTLY ASSAULTED. 

Robert Black liked little giris. He has been sentenced 
to life imprisonment for the murders of three little darlings 
(ages 11, 10 and 5) and the kidnapping and assault of a 
fourth (age 6). 

FEAR THE STRANGER is written by former Deputy Chief 
Constable Hector Clark, who was in charge of the ten year 
hunt for Black. As such, the book suffers in the same way 
the previous volumes do: wonderful but sadly mistaken access. 
Chances blown due to personal interference and the incorrect 
assumption of one's own inherent specialness. Deputy Clark 
traces the mistakes and methods of a murderous pedophile with 
very specific tastes. Finally captured, Robert Black gives in 
but only just. Most of the details and tastes are left to 
the good but disgusted Deputy to discern and impart. And only 
just. 

He includes breaking the news to the parents of Susan 
Maxwell (11): 

HE DIDN'T SAY, "SHE'S DEAD". HE SAID, "THIS LITTLE GIRL 
IS NOT ALIVE". I'LL ALWAYS REMEMBER THIS, HE SAYD, "THIS 
LITTLE GIRL IS NOT ALIVE". I JUST REMEMBER THE FEELING OF 
COLDNESS START IN MY FEET AND WORK ITS WAY UP THROUGH MY 
WHOLE BODY. I JUST WENT TOTALLY NUMB. I DIDN'T CRY AND DIDN'T 


and "politically 
disobedient" socio- 
performance word play 
(...), editors Arthur 
and Marilouise Kroker 
end up with all-too- 
clean hands. Inciuded 
are Some peep show 
memoirs with the rich, 
obligatory "WE BELIEVE 
THAT PROCLAIMING OUR 
STORIES IS A POWERFUL 
AND HEALING ACT" sense 
of remove and denial. 

Carol À. Queen is 
yet another new 
consciousness monster, 
who owns little more 
than her cunt and tiny 
tits, and who wants 
to explain her 
situation yet again in 
the new issue of 
BLACK SHEETS (May '94, 
#4). Ms. Queen also 
appeared in SOME OF 
MY BEST FRIENDS ARE 
NAKED (see PARASITE 
#6) as well as an 
episode of HBO's 
insulting, cringe- 
worthy new age REAL 
SEX drivel. Her rose 
colored world remains 
ever intact: 

OF COURSE, SUCKING 
COCK THROUGH GLASS 
PRESENTS ITS OWN 
SPECIAL CHALLENGES. ON 
THE PLUS SIDE, NO COCK 
IS TOO BIG TO GET DOWN 
MY THROAT. AND A GUY 
CAN LOSE HIS LOAD IN 
MY MOUTH, ON MY FACE, 
UP MY ASS, EVEN IN MY 
EYES AND IT'S SAFE AND 
COMFORTABLE AS CAN BE. 

Also included are 
Some true confessions 
by former hustiers 
("DURING THE SAME 
PERIOD I GOT SEVERAL 
MINOR INFECTIONS FROM 
THE DALLYING I DID ON 
MY OWN TIME, AND THIS 
WAS PROBABLY WHEN I 
GOT THE VIRUS AS 
WELL"). 

Rose G. Mandelsberg 
has decided to switch 
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PARASITE 


COCAINE TRUE, COCAINE BLUE 
Eugene Richards 
(Aperture) 


LIVING WITH THE ENEMY LEGAL 


Donna Ferrato 
(Aperture) 


Shrill voices that slide down the back of your neck and 
circle around your ass-crack and balls. Waltzes and boys and 
fresh cheeked reds; all blonde bobs and thin and clear eyes. 

And your warped littie lust tells you: sly, aware and 
wanting. And though you know their innocence works against 
you, it's that very -reticence, or maybe refusal- that 
provides the overwhelming drive, the frenzy, the heat at the 
tip of that rock hard hard-on to see that skinny budding 
poking flesh underneath those long Viennese robes. Angels. 

They don't know. They don't even think about it or 
anything near it. It's much purer. Real and honest and 
packaged exactly the way that old thick fag bags like Menudo 
can never be. 

No wet, tight, full swimming trunk baskets. 

No Mexican sliding smiles and rough wirey hair. No 
pinched cheeks and instructions. 

And so the drive shifts. Choirboys equal sucking and 
tasting and fucking all the way to ripping and crying and 
fucking smashing those blonde heads into meaty boney 
shrieking pulp. Shrill screams and Viennese begging and 
shock and the thinnest, boniest, crumbling and peeling blood 
bath just pouring and running all over your hot cock as you 
lean further back and jerk, stroke, squeeze, jerk, jerk, 
pull. 

Little baby boy blues and blondes: uncircumcised and 
small and tight; miniature and bunched up like a shy 
surprise. 

And those voices on CD in fucking Austrian or German or 
Italian or whatever it is this time, is as close to the 
screams and moans and coughs and pleases as you're going to 
get. And the photos are the same ones over and over again. 

Hermann Nitsch understands, doesn't he? Catharsis and 
abreaction and instinct and all the other reasons to sell a 
photo of some asshole drenched in blood and cow/lamb/ox guts 
with the carcass crucified above. 

And that'11 do it for now. 

Just knowing it should be a younger boy. Dead from some 
mishap or murder or disease, but hung up for now, oozing all 
over your cock and tired muscles. 

NANCY BUCHANAN: Have you done, then, the pieces at the 
end -with the cadavers? Human cadavers? 

HERMANN NITSCH: No. But I will do it. It's only a 
question of time, a question of possibilities. Because for 


PARASITE 


In retrospect it 
Seems clear that Lisa 
was in urgent need of 
help. Some of the 
signs were relatively 
subtle- like the long- 
Sleeved, high-necked 
shirts she'd wear on 
the worst days of 
summer (the better to 
cover her black-and- 
blue marks) or the 
diapers that this 
clever first grader 
would be wrapped in 
at home. But others 
were more obvious: 
her general dishevel- 
ment, her increasing 
moodiness and fearful- 
ness, the facial 
bruises that mounted 


.in the last month or 


so. Looking back, it 
remains hard to figure 
how everyone missed 
her. 
(LISA, HEDDA,& JOEL, 
Sam Ehrlich, St. 
Martin's Press, 1989) 
My beautiful golden 
baby. I had sent her 
to her death as surely 
as if I had strapped 
her into the electric 
chair and pulled the 
switch. Stupid fool! 
While I was dreaming 
of museum visits and 
pink party dresses 
and tea at the Plaza, 
those two had been 
beating her, they 
brutalized her until 
they beat the very 
life out of her. What 
kind of person batters 
a child to death with 
his bare fists? What 
kind of people had I 
sent my baby to? 


every medicine student, it's allowed to work with the dead 
human body. Why should it not be allowed for an artist? I 
think there is no difference between an artist and a medical 
student. (HIGH PERFORMANCE, Sept. 1978) 

The boy's body has been bathed in hot and lukewarm water 
and anointed with oil. Number O nails the boy to the wall 
above the bed as if crucified (the boy's feet are 50cm above 
the bed). A nail is driven through each of the boy's hands 
and feet. Blood and water ooze out of the wounds and flow 
down over the wall. (ORGIEN MYSTERIAN THEATER, Hermann 
Nitsch, Marz Verlag, 1969) 

Ever sucked off a young boy? 

Ever try to squeeze a finger into a clenched fused tiny 
puckered hole? 

Ever lick out the spit in his tiny toothed mouth while 
your fat head just completely blacked out his entire life? 

Grope. Pulled with two fingers and palmed. Fingered. 
Spread. Forced and fucked and spewed too quick. Tasted and 
swallowed and ran a fat flat tongue rape up the side and 
every crevice and bend. 

Bathe in his blood and pain and lifelessness. 

Strangle and stomp and buttfuck again and again, such a 
small cold messy untouched pale corpse. Stained and bruised 
and defiled. Little angel. 

Take photos. 

Masturbated, thinking open the flood gates god 'cause it 
can't get any closer than this. Cummed while running the 
same image through the front of your rapid-fire brain: cry, 
cry, cry all naked and hurt and screaming crying. Those 
little boys sing their little expensive hearts out. So dear. 

Ever fuck a coked out nigger's thin skinned head. Had 
her watch as you unzipped and unbuttoned and tugged out a 
flacid dead meat dick while you wondered where her kids are 
now, her pimp, her last jolt was when? 

Had her dry hole that thing with her rotten green teeth 
and sandpaper short tongue. Her long bony cut and dried 
prune fingers with their thick yellow-grey nails scratch and 
pull, one by one, automatically, absentmindedly, naturally, 
your fat smelly hairy balls. 

Thin crack whore, rock hard and dumb on a garbagey 
ghetto street -with her zombie beaten non-stare and buck 
fucking teeth. Painful cheek bones and weak knees, ghastly 
brillo hair and grasping hands. 

MELISSA: I FEEL THIS...I THINK THIS...THE HIGH. THE 
HIGH, IT FEELS GOOD. MY BABY WAS NOT ADDICTED WHEN HE WAS 
BORN. THE BABY'S WALKIN', WALKIN'. DAYTIME HE STAY WITH HIS 
FATHER AND I SEE HIM EVERY DAY. RIGHT NOW I'VE BEEN UP FOR 
FOUR DAYS ON THE STREET, DATING. I JUST GO FOR A WALK AND I 
HAVE A HIT. DEPENDS ON WHAT THEY WANNA DO, I DO IT ALL. THEY 
GIVE ME TIPS AND THEY DO COME BACK. TWENTY DOLLARS FOR A 
BLOW JOB, FORTY DOLLARS FOR A FUCK. THE BLOW JOB'S THROUGH A 
CONDOM. f 

I'M FIFTEEN. I'VE BEEN ON THE STREETS SINCE I WAS TEN. 

Another shot of another crack beast, another whore, 
another nigger. This one unbuckling a. man's pants while a 
baby crawis loosely at her back. Her dead black oily skin 
stretched across her skull where her teeth clench and grit 
like every painful minute. 

KERRY, A FIFTEEN-YEAR-OLD PROSTITUTE, RENTED THE COUCH 
IN MICHAEL AND LOUISE'S ROOM FOR FIVE DOLLARS AN HOUR, THEN 


CHARGED REGULAR CUSTOMERS TWENTY DOLLARS, PAYABLE IN CASH OR 
DRUGS. WHEN MEN TOUCHED HER OR TRIED TO KISS HER, THE VACANT 


(I WISH YOU DIDN'T 
KNOW MY NAME, Michele 
Launders and Penina 
Spiegel, Warner Books, 
1990) 

At the age of six, 
Lisa Steinberg weighed 
forty-three pounds. 
She had big hazel eyes 
and red hair. If she 
had ever grown up, 
people would have 
called her an Irish 
beauty. The fine 
shoulder-length hair 
hadn't been shampooed 
for a long time; it 
was terribly tangled 
and matted. It hid a 
large red bruise on 
the right temple that 
would be discovered 
in the emergency room 
at the hospital, along 
with two other large 
fresh bruises on her 
jaw and the back of 
her head. 

Filangeri had 
noticed a very ominous 
sign right after the 
Stretcher was carried 
into St. Vincent's. 
Gearity saw it too: 
The child's pupils 
were not equal; the 
right was larger than 
the left, an indica- 
tion of a problem with 
the brain. The two men 
looked at each other, 
and Filangeri shook 
his head and said in 
a low voice, "It just 
happened now." 

(WHAT LISA KNEW, Joyce 
Johnson, Putnam, 1990) 


Somewhere in the 
middle between NATURAL 
BORN KILLERS and 
pricey polaroids of 
red faced little 
children exposing 
their genitals to old 
men in LA, is an 
imitation underground. 
From here spring 
magazines, music and 
art that pretends to 
be iconoclastic, 
dangerous and sexually 


Oh, they'd be famous, wouldn't they. 

They were so handsome. 

And polite. 

And charming. And industrious. Real young men. 

And how nice they didn't grow up to disappoint. 

That lovely shot of dear little Lisa Steinberg. The one that brought together 
a Nation to battle child abuse and wife battering and coked out lawyer lunatics. 

Lovely little girl sitting at her little school desk in school photo color 
or tabloid black ànd white. Staring into fucked and brutalized fog with all that 
manic day to day information and tiny details jumping behind those glassy blank 
eyes and soft cheeks, thin lips and dirty hair. 

Lisa's mom -stepmom or whatever name is most appropriate for the hulking 
mistake known as Hedda Nussbaum- turns up again in LIVING WITH THE ENEMY. 

Full page shot of her wreckage and Joel Steinberg's living battery tirades. 

Puffy ugly doomed face that's supposed to moan all the evangelical tones in 
the endless captions. All Donna Ferrato's heartfelt drive, idealism and strife. 
Her narcissism and pouty atruistic refinement. 

Bruised and shrieking women, bloody and pointing women, scarred and hollow 
women, nurtured and healing women. And the chimeras and dreams and silliness and 
hopes and reciprocity that most probably enflames and propagates the problems 
these women impotently seek to overcome. 

AT THAT TIME, THE PITTSBURGH SHELTER WAS LOCATED IN THE BASEMENT OF A SEMINARY. 
THE WALLS WERE PEELING AND THE FLOOR WAS DAMP. SUNSHINE RARELY FILTERED THROUGH THE 
BARRED WINDOWS, AND WHEN IT DID THE RAYS REVEALED A FOG OF CIGARETTE SMOKE. BABIES 
CRIED AS MOTHERS TOOK TURNS WITH COOKING AND CHORES. NEVERTHELESS, THIS WAS A 
WONDERFULLY SUPPORTIVE ENVIRONMENT. THE WOMEN BECAME LIKE SISTERS, CUTTING ONE 
ANOTHER'S HAIR, READING BOOKS TO THE CHILDREN, DANCING IN THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT 
WITH THE RADIO AT FULL VOLUME, TAKING TURNS MAKING GRAND DINNERS.. MOST OF THE TIME 
THE SHELTER WAS FILLED WITH LIVELY CHATTER. BUT A GNAWING SENSE OF FEAR WAS ALWAYS 
PRESENT. (...) THEY CLUNG TO EACH OTHER WITH LOVE AND FEAR. 

The motherly care of us all; particularly the wives and mothers who get sucked 
into a world they couldn't control and merely adapted to, or the economic down- 
trodden born as criminals into prisons, whose only refuge from daily pain and 
blunt confusion is mind numbing blankness misunderstood as euphoria. Just like 
you thought. Perhaps what you dreamt about. 

The details are there. The images pornographic in a protected way. Delicately 
framed snaps with all the heavy handed affrontery of an artistic autopsy. The 
reasoning typical and televisioned. The morals high and careful and fake. And 
the access impressive only in what you imagine the authors had to deal with to 
get there. 

AS WE TALKED, I BEGAN TO UNDERSTAND THAT HEDDA HAD ENDURED YEARS OF PHYSICAL 
TORTURE, PRECEDED BY YEARS OF SKILLFULL PSYCHOLOGICAL ABUSE AND MENTAL ATTRITION. 
BY THE TIME STEINBERG FIRST HIT HER, HE HAD ALREADY CONVINCED HEDDA THAT SHE 
DESERVED IT. AFTER A WHILE, SHE COULD.FIND NO ESCAPE AND NO HELP. SHE BECAME A 
LIVING CORPSE. 

The words and images that are supposed to be the battering ram back. The feet 
on the steps at Washington, the handcuffs on the high nigger, wasted trailer 
trash and drunk spic ghetto sludge, the trigger beneath the cop's cap and teacher's 
chalk. 

TODAY HEDDA LIVES ALONE IN A SMALL SECLUDED HOUSE, CUT OFF FROM EVERYONE SHE 
LOVED. HER FINANCIAL SITUATION IS PRECARIOUS; OFTEN SHE TURNS TO TEMPORARY 
SECRETARIAL AGENCIES FOR WORK. SHE CONTINUES TO ATTEND BATTERED-WOMEN'S MEETINGS. 

LIVING WITH THE ENEMY features a close-up of Hedda's despondent puffed out 
maw. And another of Hedda, sad and glassy, walking in the snow -alone, we are to 
assume, except for Ms. Ferrato and her camera. 

The front cover of LISA, HEDDA & JOEL by Sam Ehrlich also has a shot of Hedda's 
punched up head. Then there's that photo of Lisa. And a simply gorgeous little 
family snap of a pretty, smiling and thin Hedda holding little Lisa as a chubby 
happy baby. 


Sweet Sexy Things In Super Hardcore Action! 

Eager To Learn, Willing To Try Anything! 

Coast To Coast presents the third installment of one of Afroerotica's best 
selling series, Black Velvet. Dominique returns to her starring role, backed by 
the horniest cocoa puffs in porn. And a black director who knows how to shoot 
them. Do not be fooled by imitations. The original is back. In the Black. 

AVN wisely published a Savannah "film and videography" alongside their "NEWS 
OF SAVANNAH'S SUICIDE STUNS INDUSTRY" reportage. SCREW's David Aaron Clark quoted 
Savannah's manager as saying: "Her sex on film was never that wild. She was just 
So gorgeous to look at. She wanted to get out of this business and had not made a 
film in seven months." And, at the close of his obituary, Mr. Clark was good 
enough to remember: "Savannah was also legendary for sucking off mulatto Guns N' 
Roses lead guitarist Slash in Greenwich Village rocker haunt the Scrap Bar two 
years ago." 

Shannon blowing her head up with a gun in her garage, crying over-A)money 
problems B)concerns over her broken nose C)porn ennui -creates a whole new 
picture. A brand new market. Just as unreal as before but maybe a little closer 
to the bone you're in the mood for tonight. 

"Bo also had a penchant for older men, like Traynor, who is now 52. 'They can 
teach me so many things', says Bo, 'like etiquette, and how to be perky so people 
will like me, and how to be the cutest and glamourest I can so I can turn on an 
audience.' Traynor became her lover and her manager, and one of his first tasks 
as the latter was 'to create the need for a product that didn't exist yet'." 
(INSIDE MARILYN CHAMBERS, GQ, 1987) 

Smile for the camera. 

Put your arm around her. 

Get closer. 

Say fucking cheese. 

Years from now, you'll be very happy you've got this. 

This only happens once in a lifetime. 

Can you believe how lucky we were to have the camera there. And ready? 

Look how cute you were then. 

She looks really happy. 

She looked really happy then. . 

That's a great shot. Pout. Moan. Now lick. Act like you want it, for fuck's 
Sake. Yeah, do it. Do it. Give it to her. Don't roll your eyes like that. Hide 
that belly. Your breasts look horrible from that angle. Your forehead is shining. 

"Suspect Kenneth Hansen, 61, sits in the Grand Central Area police headquarters 
Friday." (Chicago Tribune 8/13/94) 

"At a news conference, State's Atty. Jack O'Malley (left) and Police Supt. 
Matt Rodriguez display a photo of Hansen." (Chicago Tribune 8/13/94) 

39 years of memories. 

Three boys: Robert Peterson, 14, John Schuessler, 13, and Anton Schuessler, 
11 -murdered- sexually abused, strangled and dumped in a forest preserve- 39 years 
ago. October 16, 1955. 

"Horseman and stable owner" Robert Hansen is charged with all three murders, 
finally, on August 12, 1994. 

Photos of Hansen with his wife and son, all banal smiles. No glint, no sign. 

Photos of the three boys smiling in school-type photos. No idea. Untouched. 

"The Schuessler boy's father, Anton Sr., died of a heart attack a month after 
the murders. Their mother, Eleanor, remarried, to Valentine "Bud" Kujawa. 

On her dresser, she always kept a photograph of the boys and one bronzed baby 
shoe of each. She died in 1986 and was buried beside her boys in a River Grove 
cemetery. Her stepson, Gary Kujawa, a telephone repairman, said she was often 
reminded of the murders." (Chicago Tribune 8/13/94) 

Fucked them. 

Strangled them. 

Beat them and raped their boys' holes amid shock and fear and tears and 
blubbery wailing. Frightened genitalia and tight bony chests, round boy ass 
jlobes and virginal surprise. Shitting. Scraping. Cumming. Slaps and soaked 
aAanderwear. 

Where would the boys be now? 


What do you think they'd be, honey? 


EXPRESSION ON HER FACE NEVER CHANGED. IT WAS ONLY WHEN SHE 
WAS PULLING ON A CRACK PIPE THAT HER EYES MOISTENED, TEARED 
UP, AND BECAME UNFOCUSED. 

NOTHIN' BUT TRICKS. YOUNG KIDS, THEY COME UP TO YOU, 
"DO YOU WANT ANY COMPANY? DO YOU WANT ANY COMPANY? TEENAGERS 
MY SON'S AGE. AND I SAY TO 'EM, I SAY, "BABY, YOU ALL BE 
CAREFUL", 'CAUSE THAT'S WHERE THEY KILLED THEM GIRLS. THEY 
NAILED VALERIE TO A WALL. THEY FOUND HER NAILED TO A WALL. 
NAILED. I'M SAYIN' NAILED, HAMMERS AND EVERYTHING. NAILED TO 
A WALL. 

All the images you want to see but stay well the fuck 
away from. Shots of kids' empty faces and frozen minds. AIDS 
Crying howls, bloody arrests and dank crack hubbles. Filth 
and loss and dysgenic confusion. Fried and burning faces 
with scars and babies and mamas and pimps. Sexual abuse on 
cheap sale. À single-minded meditation on drug rat pain. 

The nigger whores don't have squashed cocks in their 
mouths. They aren't squatting on fat beer bellied reject 
laps in truck cabs. They aren't getting their ugly pig faces 
splashed and slashed while their babies are being slammed 
against project walls; exploding the life out of their 
babyface stained t-shirts and rank diapers. 

LAST NIGHT IF SASHA HADN'T HELPED HER, 
HAVE KILLED MERI. SHE SHOT HEROIN, 
WHEN SHE SAID SHE DIDN'T FEEL WELL, 
BATHROOM. SHE TOOK TWO VALIUMS, 
STOPPED BREATHING. 
HIT THE SINK. 

Eugene Richards combines his photos with interviews and 
observations. He includes work by TIME/LIFE correspondent 
Edward Barnes and Harlem AIDS physician Stephen W. Nicholas. 
Naturally, any sense of reality will be depressingly sullied 
by a cheap humanistic gloss. À remove steeped in suburban 
ideological ineptitude instead of dirty voyeurism. 

The focus is on dirt. Niggers. Trash. The dead and 
worthless. Destruction and desperation, economic entropy and 
dishonest ineffectual emotionalism. COCAINE TRUE, COCAINE 
BLUE slums ghettos and LIVING WITH THE ENEMY slums love. 

Smarmy therapy groups and their hand holding tearful 
Claws. The wrong doctor. The pervert psychologist, the 
insidious impulse and drooly, foolish AIDS distress. Women 
helping women. ' 

Mom hears the breezy words drift by in and out of the 
grey. This housefly. This protected little insect. The seat 
Starts to harden. Little fuck-up wants to know about the 
past. I should lean over and tell the shit about how I 
sucked all those cocks when I was a kid. How about all the 
different kinds of hairy asses I watched pump and push 
between my sore skinny stretched spread-all-the-way-out-to- 
the-wall legs and reeking cunt by trying to focus on the 
mirror above the bed just to test how gin soaked my brain 
was at that very minute. You know how I look at a guy and I 
guess how his dick'll taste on my tongue and if I'm gonna 
have to worry about crabs the rest of the night? 

And you think I give a fuck if your drunk drone dad 
spits a mouthful of greasy runny soup at me? Do I fuck? I've 
had more sweat and cum and piss-soaked floor slide across 
these saggy sucked-out tits and hung rooster face than 
you'll ever care to count, pussy. 

“Oh honey. I just don't like to talk about it. It wasn't 
that bad. Mistakes and ...it just...I really would rather 
not talk about it. Don't worry now. I was confused and 


THE DRUGS WOULD 
THEN SMOKED ALL DAY LONG. 
SASHA HELPED HER TO THE 
ANOTHER HIT OF CRACK, AND 
HER EYES ROLLED BACK AND BOOM -HER HEAD 


adventurous but, in 
reality, are nothing 
more than tantrums 
from little frail or 

;fat nerds angry that 
their parents can't 
live up to the 
ecumenical hippie 
values both genera- 
tions hold as ideal. 
This middle ground, 

. labeled underground 
only due to the slight 
attention and bemused 
acceptance paid to it 
by the populis, had a 
budding and now 
extinguishing interest 
in serial killers, and 
murder, just like 
more degenerative sex, 
has gained a PC nod 
as transgressive or 
(worse) acceptably 
desperate psycho- 
pathic trauma. 

These weak weepy 
mice with books and 
tattoos need to talk 
about their drugged 
out selves and 
prostitute friends 
just after they've 
finished commiserating 
on the rough rent in 
bad neighborhoods and 
expensive music (low- 
fi, homo-core fat teen 
dykes with hideous 
fat breasts, psych/ 
surf and G.G. Allin 
was or wasn't a Nazi). 

BEN IS DEAD (summer 
'94, issue #24) has 
the usual mopes 
explaining themselves 
yet again but, due to 
this issue being the 
"black" issue, editor 
Darby has recorded 
her friends dealings 
with John Gacy. Darby 
is concerned about 
Gacy's popularity 
among the alienated 
but, fashion trooper 
that she is, soldiers 
on and comes up with 
some interesting 
additions to the lore 
that Gacy's fantasies 
have created: 


young and nothing was so bad. I'm sure you make it much more 
worse. And I know I probably make it look worse by not 
talking about it, but honestly honey, my mom and dad weren't 
happy and I wanted to get out. I wasn't happy. And I was 
young and ...it's not so dark, honey, my life was never that 
bad." 

How do those pictures look now that you know. That photo 
of your mom and dad smiling and holding hands and loving 
and laughing. His arm around her back and her enjoying it. 

And her smile and glint and blush. Can you see those fat 
drunk cocks stuffed in and out of that mouth and her head 
turning to the floor to hock out the puddle of cum some ten 
dollar tit feeler laughed into her throat and in the bottom 
of her gut? What's underneath that dress, pressed into that 
bra and hidden tight in the loose cellulite dotted ass 
cheeks forced into the panties your dad bought for her. 

Those actions. Those empty explanations and cheap l 
anecdotes. The vivid documentation. The supportive dilettant- 
ism. The prurience and love. 

"If you noticed the black and blue marks on my body in 

the movie, DEEP THROAT, you might have wondered where they 
came from. I'11 tell you. My husband. Little souvenirs, 
reminders that he was the colonel and I was the private. 
From the time I met him, I never did anything, said anything, 
or went anywhere that was not his idea. That might have been 
okay, if I had been willing." (THE INTIMATE DIARY OF LINDA 
LOVELACE, Linda Lovelace, Heinrich Hanau, 1975) 

"Chuck was making a phone call when Gerry Damiano came 
over to speak to me. His eyes went right to my legs. 

OH, FOR CRYING OUT LOUD! He said. WHAT'S THAT ALL ABOUT? 

What? 

THOSE BRUISES ALL OVER YOUR LEGS, WHAT'RE THEY ALL ABOUT? 

They're just bruises. I can't talk about them. 

WELL, I CAN, he said. THOSE BRUISES HAPPEN TO BE VERY 
IMPORTANT TO ME. WE'LL DO WHAT WE CAN TO COVER THEM UP, BUT 
THEY'LL SHOW UP IN THE MOVIE. I MEAN, ONE REASON YOU GOT 
THIS JOB -BELIEVE IT OR NOT, LINDA, THIS IS THE MAIN REASON 
-IS THAT YOU LOOKED SO FRESH AND YOUNG. SO INNOCENT. HOW 
INNOCENT ARE YOU GOING TO LOOK WITH THOSE MARKS ALL OVER 
YOUR BODY?" (ORDEAL, Linda Lovelace, Berkley, 1980) 

Gerry Damiano: "I was in my glory. I knew I was doing 
something that was great. There was never a doubt in my mind, 
from the moment when I first chose Linda Lovelace. And you 
have to see this girl. She's a beautiful person. She was up 
in New York in February and she had on army boots and 
dungaree pants and an army field jacket and a sloppy sweater. 
She looked like hell, but not to me, not to me. I saw her 
eyes, I Saw her smile, I saw everything there was in her and 
I said 'this is the star of my next film'." (GETTING INTO 
DEEP THROAT, Richard Smith, Playboy Press, 1973) 

"One person who knew the truth was Gerry Damiano,director 
of DEEP THROAT. Although Damiano avoids interviews, he was 
talking about Chuck Traynor to a college audience and his 
remarks found their way into the BOSTON PHOENIX: 'That man 
(Chuck Traynor) was a nothing. He had no personality, no 
charm, no brains. He was just a user of people and he used 
Linda. He gave her nothing and abused her....Many times she'd 
come on the set and be completely black and blue.'" (OUT 
OF. BONDAGE, Linda Lovelace, Lyle Stuart, 1986) 

"During the filming of DEEP THROAT, actually after the 
first day, I Suffered a brutal beating in my room for smiling 
on the set. It was a hotel room and the whole crew was in one 


(Darby) "I've heard 
that you and Gacy 
would have phone sex, 
is this true?" 

(Glen Meadmore) "Oh, 
well, not necessarily 
‘phone sex' (...) 

but we would talk 
about sexual things, 
like he'd tell me 
what his dick looked 
like. He said he had 
a big head like a 
mushroom; he use to 
call it his 'mush- 
room'. And when boys 
would come over he'd 
say, 'Do you like 
mushrooms? '" 

Other similarly 
minded sad-rags 
currently available 
include CRANK (#2) 
and GENETIC DISORDER 
(#12). 

CRANK contains 
an "Interview With 
A Killer" that makes 
better reading as 
Someone's over- 
anxious jerk-off 
fantasy than actual 
account: | 

“The last mental 
reaction I had was to 
squeeze my hand shut, 
and as my hand exited 
her rectum, it closed 
onto a handful of 
flesh, and although 
it was probably the 
most pain I have ever 
felt, including the 
beatings that bitch 
gave me, I was re- 
warded with about a 
foot and half of that 
cunt's colon hanging 
out of her ass." 

GENETIC DISORDER 
devotes about a third 
of its 80 pages to 
"True Crime In San 
Diego" briefly 
covering celebrities 
like Craig Peyer, 
Brenda Spencer and 
James Huberty as well 
as the more usual 
brand of fuck-up. 

And the Sept. issue 
of SPIN is a Manson 
cover special. 


room, there was at least twenty people partying, music going, laughing, and having 
a qood time. Mr.Traynor started to bounce me off the walls. I figured out of 
twenty people, there might be one human being that would do something to help me 
and I was screaming for help, I was being beaten, I was being kicked around and 
again bounced off of walls. And all of a sudden the room next door became very 
quiet. Nobody, not one person, came to help me." (FINAL REPORT OF THE ATTORNEY 
GENERAL'S COMMISSION ON PORNOGRAPHY, Rutledge Hill Press, 1986) 

"Wherever they went, Chuck had insisted that Marilyn be Marilyn Chambers 
twenty-four hours a day. Being Marilyn Chambers meant answering the door nude 
when a busboy delivered a room service dinner and telling him, 'Forget the tip. 
Come into the other room and I'll give you a blow job.' 

'To create the perfect porn star, you have to create an image of a totally 
uninhibited sexual creature who would be happy being anything you wanted her to 
be', says Chuck Traynor. 'You have to make it so there are no barriers between 
this chick and the audience, so men will think she'd enjoy doing anything they 
wanted her to do.'" (BOTTOM FEEDERS, John Hubner, Doubleday, 1992) 

"In twenty-five years, Hefner had gone from porn king to kingmaker. But without 
a star, what did it all add up to? À desire for bestiality? Sodomy with the 
heroine of DEEP THROAT? Hefner's fervent, unspoken prayers centered on the great- 
est dreamgirl of all time. (THE KILLING OF THE UNICORN, Peter Bogdanovich, 
Morrow, 1984) 

"This is unbearable. What he felt as he watched you is always being done again 
and felt again through the pictures -your violation his arousal, your torture his 
pleasure. Watching you was how he got off doing it; with the pictures he can 
watch you and get off any time." (ONLY WORDS, Catharine MacKinnon, Harvard,1993) 

"YOu can get back your self-respect and live a normal, decent life. I did. 

It takes a lot of strength and, for me, a lot of belief in God -but you can 
survive." (MRS. MARCIANO CALLS HERSELF 'A TYPICAL HOUSEWIFE': THE WORLD KNEW HER 
AS LINDA LOVELACE, PEOPLE, 1980) 

"'I know we've infused our children with enough love to handle the situation', 
says Linda. ‘They are going to know that other person is not their mom. It's just 
something that happened to their mom.'" (AWAITING A LIVER TRANSPLANT, LINDA 
LOVELACE MARCHIANO STRUGGLES TO CLOSE THE BOOK ON HER PAST, PEOPLE, 1987) 

CHUCK TRAYNOR: "This is a very hard business. I mean Marilyn Chambers has to 
be Marilyn Chambers 24 hours a day. If you're going to do anything in today's 
society, you've got to do it all the time, constantly." (HUSTLER INTERVIEW, 
HUSTLER, 1975) | 

What will it be today? Do you want to gawk at square fake tits, rib bones 
and tight asses? Pouty mouths with thick loads and wiggly tongues and doe-dull 
eyes. Anal? Wet shots? Chicks with dicks? Bi-sexual, bi-racial, big dicks, big 
clits. Puerto Rican bubble asses and nigger lips. 

You want to see her take off her top and watch those lumps not move, see her 
shimmy like high school outta some tight leather shorts n' straps. 

See him bend down into that toilet with three fingers already digging in that 
fucking distended shit blow hole hair mess. See him get his queasy George Michael 
face and stubble start to grease with spit and drool and sweat and slap those 
muscle cheeks hard while he yanks at that long dead dangling cock between his 
taut thighs? 

An ice white cunt with firm hardbody stomach and tits; clipped slit and gym- 
flex butt like every other cunt in every other box aside from the amateur section. 

See him grab those silicone mistakes, see him plod into her female lipstick'd 
pit. See him rub his hard-on outside of whatever slimy flesh slash she negotiated 
to sell him and check the splash and jerk land just where directed, almost. 

But this one lovely, just like not enough before her, is now dead having 
suffered through 23 years of blank lovelessness and white noise princessdom. Our 
pedestaled put desperate dear grasps coquettishly at a personality offered only 
by death: a suicide fueled by stupidity, sparked by vanity and detonated by 
disinterest. 

Savannah, died Shannon Wilsey, was fairly famous, wasn't she? She dated (...) 
rock-stars and had the looks that so many sad porno couples and lonely nerd/fat- 
ass/jock jokes tend to seek out. 

A Seven Girl Anal Strap-On Orgy! 
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A CRY FOR JUSTICE 


Joy Swift 
(Cool Hand) 


FACTS 


"The spiritual associations that began with Plato and Xeno- 
phon and were developed on Roman sarcophagi, absorbed into 
Christianity by the OVIDIUS MORALIZATUS, and reaffirmed by 
the Neoplatonists were in the end adapted for the glorifica- 
tion of individual deceased children. A similar symbolic use 
of Ganymede occurred in Medicean family iconography at about 
the same time, when Margarita Costa eulogized the infant son 
of Ferdinand II as Ganymede. The coincidence suggests that 
concern for children was a widespread development in this 
period, contributing to the general tendency to depict 
Ganymede as younger and less erotic than in the preceding 
century. In these images no trace remains of the other 
Ganymede, the beautiful adolescent ephebe who Had evoked for 
so many Italian artists thoughts of adult love and sensual- 
ity. Such thoughts would be irrelevant, even tasteless, in a 
picture idealizing a dead child. Whereas in Italy the 
Spiritual purity of the youth had once served as a refined 
symbolic justification for various forms and degrees of 
pederasty, by the midseventeenth century both the Dutch and 
the Italians took the same references more literally, 
ignored the erotic undertone, and immortalized the young 
Ganymede not as lover but as offspring." 

(GANYMEDE IN THE RENAISSANCE, James M. Saslow, Yale, 1986) 


"Anyway, I don't remember how I got this job stocking and 
sweeping for a small variety store, but I do remember my 
boss touching my crotch one day commenting on my tight Levis. 
I did not rebuff his advances, and we entered into a sexual 
situation. I was never into any sort of anal action but was 
a willing participant in mutual fellatio. The affair lasted 
only a short time. My psychotherapist posed an interesting 
question: "Do you think that your interest in young boys may 
relate to your seduction as a young boy?" Interesting, isn't 
it? (...) One inmate, a homosexual, told me that he was 
sodomized by an ll-year-old cousin when he was 7. He liked 
it. By the time he was in his teens, growing up in a very 
strict family setting that allowed no dating prior to senior 
high school, he was not interested in dating as he had 


At a recent reading 
and signing in Chica- 
go, Andrew Vachss told 
all those stories his 
fans just soak to 
hear. How perverts 
expertly lie and 
treatment for child 
abusers is the "growth 
industry for the 


nineties". How kiddie 
porn works. How he saw 
"red spots" in front 


of his eyes when, as a 
sexual disease stat- 
istician, he discover- 
ed that a.man's 
lacerated penis was 
actually caused by a 
tight baby-hole rape. 
He got to use his 
little "a man...no... 
a male" trick where 
he pauses, shakes his 
head slightly, and 
knows that every dull 
middle-aged waste 
case in front of him 
thinks they're the 
only one to really get 
it. He expressed his 
admiration for Oprah 
and her benevolent 
riches and explained 
his concern for the 
future. He seemed 
especially excited 
over the possibilities 
for a new law that 
would prosecute men 
who live in the 
States but travel out- 
side its boundaries, 
like Thailand, to have 
sex with children. 

Mr. Vachss 
graciously exposed 
his quick-fire nettled 
mind to his over- 
caring audience, 
deftly separating the 
sad-kid statistics 


established a large circle of male friends including several from the terrible 


relatives. This same man said that he was working in Los realities of ineffec- 
Angeles as a paramedic and on several occasions used his tual judiciaries, 

profession to seduce young boys." bloated bureaucracies 
(MAN/child, Howard Hunter, McFarland, 1991) and simply evil lusty 


criminals or "freaks" 
as he loves to call 
them. 

Imagine an entire 
room of confused over- 
fed, over-anxious 
libidos swimming 
around and lolling and 
rolling all over each 


Tommy Thompson's children (two daughters: June and Hilda)9ther's sick needs and 
kept diaries during the important parts of their thirty yearsCOMCer: Mamas who ; 
ór so with Dad. As did their mother. June and Hilda killed rns to cry T public, 
their father with a shotgun after they'd decided they'd had Ap EE wno d 
enough of his torture. puo puc A 

Alexandra Artley, in her search for the details behind int t k a 
the torture, uncovers quite an astonishing catalog of sick- n oi fen - pum à 
ness and tragedy. She interviews the still numb, still kis abd à RENE Se ES 
suffering girls and rips through their diaries. As a journa1-°TY1ng Es | 
ist, Ms. Artley is detached yet compassionate, and while she LE seen as the 
recounts her reactions and travails at getting to the truth, id. ie NE uH 
she allows the facts to speak alone. Her involvement in ce 
with the family is emotional and typical. But it is the : BLA creates such 
family that creates the facts: a TAA . k thei 
"When he was at home, Hilda Thompson was forbidden to hold ac na Unos dz SLE 
or cuddle her new baby -the child was to be fed quickly and "ame d s pes 
then set down. Much as she longed to hold and comfort the dnt he um ao 
infant who, as she grew, cast up a small hand and desperately =a pus ee 
nuzzled the air for solid contact, Hilda Thompson was forced The Rare iniri ue ESL 
to ignore her, even as the flood of milk which is stimulated tho aca What A we 
in nursing mothers by an infant's cry set her breasts do what Gan you do 
ludicrously square with engorgement." what Se 511 :ahoüld do 
"So, for quite a long time -probably in 1964- your Mum knew Pana and burned 
that Tommy was going to rape you?" th = h th ti 
“At some time in her middle teens, Tommy Thompson did not TOUN ds ae "uA 
even bother sending Mrs. Thompson and Hilda out of the house Breed s of km 
on those days of the week when he fancied abusing his elder PIN pu now an t 
daughter. At first, when kindled by something he had seen on Men ndr STUOERIRKIE À 
television, or once the regular cycle of desire and easy the su as hi 
release had been established as a kind of sexual addiction, ri LE ta meee Sax Sto 
he would go upstairs by himself to his military store room, AK orne Co 
as if to itemize or check the 'stores'. Then, his voice destroy- ae nee 
would pitch downstairs, "June, come up here and help me a firm tight rare ae 
minute." " ; 

Details don't come easy. Facts are never unencumbered. Pu m i 
Theories are not evidence. | be pipe Ed Juicy 
"I saw an innocent kid today. His face wasn't, but I think The Aan BUS of 
he was. There was too much pain and longing in his eyes for STEAM continues to 
him, at least at that moment, not to have been innocent. have problems with 

It got me thinking: Did I want to be innocent again? I'm Such a esk ons 
not really sure. Could I even stand it? What would happen to rēmóte Oat h the 
all my hard and painfully won knowledge -about myself, my arè. Tha Tease Vue 
Kids, the world in general, the healthy ingrained suspicion (vol. 2, no. 3) 
of my motives? If I became innocent again? Would I lose it contains Jettera and 
all? Would I have to go through it all over again? editorials of ontpadé 
This kid had definitely been around the horn. I mean, to over the převiouś g 
use an earlier metaphor, he had definitely "seen the laeua e ire Aeon of 


"Tommy terrorized the children by beating their mother in 
front of them, almost daily. Every two or three days, Hilda 
Thompson would be knocked to the ground by a punch on the 
side of the head and kicked in the stomach. Then came the 
thing they all feared the most -the moment when Tommy would 
pause and deliberately sit down to put on a pair of hard 
outdoor shoes, specially kept for the purpose of kicking 
Hilda Thompson on the shins until she wanted to die with 
pain." 


I caressed the air around me as I imagined touching and don't get. And then 
holding my precious children. A tiny finger reached up to there's the better 
wipe away a tear. I didn't ever want to leave this corner!" bits: 

"George took my arm and guided me toward the pink velvet cas- "I thought that's 
kets that cradled our daughters. Tonya's little cheeks were what was going on. I 
all puffed out, her chin held tight against her chest, her thought that's what 
eyes squinted shut to block out the horrible pain. The lacy men were doing. I 


cuffs of her starched navy blue dress seemed too tight on thought they were 
her chubby arms, and the bonnet strings left creases under jerking off to all the 
her neck and hid her fine shoulder-length ash-blonde hair. diaper commercials, 

I wanted to pick her up and rock her, and take away the but now I know they 


terror. Guilt overwhelmed me for leaving her to endure such are. It clarified why 
a nightmare alone. She hid in my bed; she should have been men piss me off so 


safe there. She must have cried out for me. much. Because they are 

Why did they stab such a sweet little girl? What did assholes and they will 
she do to deserve such a death? She was still so small, yet fuck their children. 
she was growing up so fast; a little piece of clay just They'll pretend 
Starting to take shape. I'd had such plans for her fourth they're not doing it 
birthday, now only six days away. But now, any plans we'd and pretend they're 
made for her future were dashed forever." not doing it. Then 

Joy continues her self-flagellation to the point of you get into the sex 

spewing out more children. The couple's first post-murder industry and boom, 
hug and fuck comes a mere five days after the attack and is there it is." 
reported in repulsive aplomb: More respect for 


"We wept together entwined as one. The gentle caresses grew sluts can be gleaned 
hungrier and more urgent as we explored each other as if for from the special 

the first time. Empty aching limbs longed to be assured we issue of TIME OUT 
weren't alone. Our lovemaking fulfilled our famished bodies, (Aug. 3l-Sept.7) from 
bringing feeling back into our grief-numbed hearts. Giving London. HOW NICE IS 


us strength for the days to come." VICE attempts to 
' And finally Joy decides to visit the boy that destroyed cover all aspects of 
her family, dreams and personality -to fill him with the London's whore 
word of god. Fittingly, Billy Dyer is unrepentant and business. From drug- 
manipulative. And Joy misses the point. While she struggles street pigs to brutal 
to give her and her kids' lives over to something like a metal rod raping ‘ 
god, it is Billy Dyer to whom she has surrendered everything. pimps to kids going 
Perfectly human. cheaper by the day, 
call girls and rent 


"It's really quite extraordinary', Gresham said as he 
scrubbed up after the post-mortem. 'I have seen similar 
injuries among consenting homosexual men after orgies but I 
have never examined a corpse with injuries like that and I 
certainly never seen them inflicted on a child.' Those who 
worked closely with Gresham knew that he was always 
horrified at analysing violent injuries inflicted on 
children, despite the countless times he had done it. But as 
the normally jovial pathologist walked away from the © 
mortuary that day, he was sunk in a thoughtful silence. 

Commander Corbett studied Professor Gresham's revelatory 
report and the graphic photographs taken at the post-mortem. 
He was left in no doubt as to the gravity of the crime 
committed against Jason. He told the senior detectives on 
Operation Stranger: 'Gentlemen, we are now dealing with 
something, the likes of which we have never seen before.'" 
(LAMBS TO THE SLAUGHTER, Ted Oliver & Ramsay Smith, Warner 
Books, 1993) 


boys: 

"I stopped doing 
escort work a few 
years ago when I was 
raped at Knifepoint 
by a guy who broke 
into a country home 
and phoned up the 
agency. In this kind 
Of work you have a 
better understanding 
of what men are about 
and why. You don't 
take something like 
rape personally." 

A lovely crop of 
magazines all worth 
searching through the 
far too crowded racks 


PARASITE #13/September 1994 Peter Sotos 

available by subscription only 3023 N. Clark, #172 Of the local news 

$40. annually (12 issues) Chicago, Illinois emporium. It's alot of 
age statement required 60657-5205 work but just think 


USA how important the job 
is. 


violate them -I don't care whether they do it in the name of 
art or science or fun- are my enemy and they should be 
yours," 

Vachss can't be trusted. The honesty in his situations 
-and the faith in his obsequious protestations- never 
materialize because he's not bothered by the idea of sugar- 
coating the particulars. No matter how black and gritty his 
pervert bent is, Vachss is ready to agree and adhere to a 
greater good that doesn't include reality. His facts are 
flatly specious in light of his camp ethics. His work is 
irritating at best, silly at worst, and yet perversely 
fascinating as a complicitous atavism; feeding on its own 
raging hating impotence. 

Believability is always a problem. Trust and faith and 
honesty. Cynicism and trauma and denial. 

Joy Swift's situation is the kind where one would expect 
to find all sorts of lies and rationalizations. A fifteen 
year old girl gets married to a guy more than twice her age 
and shits out two kids by the time she turns eighteen. Of 
course, at the time of her marriage her husband already had 
three kids, the oldest of whom was a thirteen year old girl. 
Naturally his intentions are questionable. And as her story 
progresses to the point where the family end up living in a 
tent. down by the river, with the kids kept away from 
schooling 'cause of her professed (and lucky) love of the 
mountains, the white-trash pit's so deep that any details 
tend to be judged more for their pained clumsiness than for 
anything like information value. 

"We were teaching our kids at home now, not even willing to 
trust their care to the school system. The years had not 
eased our fears. On the contrary, time made us more wary of 
dangers. As often as we moved, home schooling was the most 
stable educational environment we could offer. The kids 
excelled in geography, having travelled through thirty-six 
states already." 

But the lazy stumbling of a backwoods clan is not the 
reason one would be tolerant of, or interested in Joy's 
history. Her book A CRY FOR JUSTICE covers the effects of 
having a fourteen year old neighbor shoot her little brood 
to death. 

Billy Dyer shot four of George and Joy's kids during a 
robbery attempt that turned ugly due only to Billy's angry 
mental instability. The children were aged 14, 12, 3 and 
just 1%. The oldest two were Joy's stepsons, the younger 
ones her natural babies. The fifth child, George's oldest 
daughter, was*in a hospital, suffering from cancer -she died 
just three weeks after the murders. 

Joy, like Andrew Vachss, finds herself with a unique 
viewpoint due to her extraordinary circumstances. And, like 
Vachss, that doesn't necessarily require her to rise to the 
occasion. Her clouding or completely disregarding the facts 
of her life with petty fibs and cheap justifications are 
nothing when compared to her desperate search for meaning 
through the corpses of five children. Of course, Joy finds 
Solace in god: the great refuge of the powerless. 

But, unlike Vachss, Joy takes us through the machinery 
like an old shut-in mom pointing out the road sites on a day 
trip to the brewery. Her faith is transparent and vengeful, 
and thus all the more poignant. She fuels the pain to 


greater heights: 
"Suddenly, it felt like all the kids were sitting on my lap. 


almost all of which 
occurred in 1994 and 
included strangling 
and beating. 

And in typical gay 
whipping boy fashion, 
THE ADVOCATE includes 
a quick run down of 
other gay oriented 
serial killers, like 
Edward Perkins whose 
victims "had been 
stabbed far more times 
than would have been 
required to kill them" 
and Robert Lee 
Bennett Jr.; otherwise 
known as the "Hand- 
cuff Man" whose lusts 
led him to the joys 
of picking up male 
hustlers and "paying 
them to drink vodka 
that he had secretly 
laced with drugs, 
handcuffing and 
beating them, and 
finally setting fire 
to their legs and 
genitals", 

. Further afield in 
the gay sex-positive 
PC rundown is the 
latest issue of ON OUR 
BACKS (July/August 
1994). WORKING GIRLS: 
LESBIAN AND BISEXUAL 
SEX WORKERS TELL IT 
LIKE IT IS is the 
title of Trish 
Thomas' roundtable 
discussion and 


. supportive hug brunch 


on contemporary mores 
in female sex-for- 
Sale roles. Just how 
cheap is the expensive 
cunt in the window? 
What ticks and 
twitches behind the 
armoured wallet and 
blank fake pout and 
Slurp? 

More wholesale 
swallowing. More 
empowerment ethics 
and new-age sewer 
genius; more release 
excuses and “the 
power of knowing" the 


respect they do or 


elephant" -and had been trampled....He wouldn't take his 


eyes off me, 


but I didn't mind. 


I mean, I wasn't uncomfort- 


able. Even though he was crying." 


(COVENANT HOUSE, Bruce Ritter, Doubleday, 


"Each night, in order to stay warm, Billy would break into a 
junp start the motor, run the heater, and play the 


car, 


1987) 


radio for company. During the cool nights of Autumn Billy 
didn't mind the ritual. But then January came howling. 


through the city, piling snow on every corner. Even a heated 


car wasn't enough to keep Billy warm against the bitter 


cold." 


(donation card sent out by Covenant House) 


"Dear Bruce, 


Well, here I am and there you are. I don't. believe you will 
ever see me face to face so here I am writing you this 
letter. I am truly sorry that Covenant House has to endure 


this publicity because I beliéve the service it offers is a 


good one. The only thing I ever wanted was to let you know, 
or at least tell you, that you were wrong. You were wrong 


for inflicting your desires on a 14 year old. If you wish to 
have sex with a male, you should have chosen one who was old 
enough (at least 18). You knew the pain I was suffering and 


it was your job to help me, not hurt me. I thought and 


believed your dream was to help kids and give them a fight- 
ing chance, a place where kids could feel safe and loved and 
with a better feeling about themselves. 


Survivor of your abuse, 
Darryl James Bassile" 


(BROKEN COVENANT, Charles M. Sennott, Simon & Schuster,1992) 
It's too easy to think of Andrew Vachss as just another 


rec) 


Bruce Ritter waiting to happen. Or even as one of the 
multitudes whose "good" work and interests belie a darker, 


more lustful, 


fascination that need never be articulated or 
actualized. The irony is that such accusations and condemna- 


tions stem from the very same cheap moralism that Vachss 


seems to hold so dear. 


Vachss' 


characters and themes never 


rise above the vigilante revenge and hardcore-moral-good 


codes of geeks who use words like god or love to prop up any 


excuse anywhere. Vachss isn't interested in forgiving 


PSychologies or help programs for the evil-doers, he's made 
it his lifestyle to be that callused one-eyed ram that knows 
Kids and animals are only safe around him. The end justifies 


the means and while Ritter may (or may not) have helped 
millions of rwnaways around the world through his Covenant 
House ministries, he was still fucking some and Vachss 
knows even one is too many. 


Vachss' 


and Ritter's expressed concerns are the same, 


and neither one is/was above selling out to help the kids: 
Ham-fisted condescending cartoons. And both (like every 
other ugly politician, newscaster, trust entrepreneur, 


salesman) tidy up their reasons to live by their service to 
others: an undying and pure devotion to a greater good, like, 


say, the iconography of innocence. 

Ritter poured out paeans to street kids to evoke 
sympathy and raise funds. Vachss writes detective fiction. 
He contends that his attempts at nonfiction didn't attract 


,enough attention and his only recourse was to hit the people 
where they live. In his introduction to BORN BAD, a collec- 


tion of short stories and sad shots at plays, character 
assessments and unctious science fiction, he slithers: 


an article entitled 
QUEEREST QUEERS: 
MAN/BOY LOVE FACES 
VIOLENCE OUT OF 
CONTROL written by 
Bill Andriette, the 
editor of the NAMBLA 
bulletin: 

“It is the cowardice 
of our intellectuals 
and writers, who 
stand by’ mute as the 
possession of our art, 
our pornography, and 
our writing becomes 
felonious, who never 
question why taking a 
photo of a sixteen- 
year-old -or an eight- 
year-old!- with a 
hard-on should be 
punished worse than 
killing that same 
sixteen-year-old" 

The ire is predict- 
ably vicious, the 
defense silly and 
cloying. But the 
attention NAMBLA is 
getting speaks well. 

The current issue 
of FILM THREAT VIDEO 
GUIDE (issue#11) 
carries a feature on 
the new film release 
CHICKEN HAWK. CHICKEN 
HAWK is presently 
touring the smaller 
art-house theaters 
around America and is 
due for release on 
video by Stranger Than 
Fiction in the near 
future. The article 
reviews the shot-on- 
video movie that 
attempts to document 
the lives of five 
NAMBLA members. FTVG 
also covers some of 
the (again, predict- 
able) controversy the 
film's showing has 
caused. 

The film is sure to 
find its audience - 
the outre' camp factor 
is sure to be high- 
among the same kids 
who buy HATED (the 


G.G. Allin documentary 


"I'11 spare you self-congratulatory adjectives. Writing produced by. the same 
isn't my work, it's an organic extension of that work. I may team as CHICKEN HAWK). 
not be a good writer, but I write for a good reason. And if And perhaps Maury and 
that reason isn't apparent by the time you've finished this Geraldo will focus 
collection, I didn't get the job done." their gaze towards the 
Fuck fiction. Fuck good taste. Vachss has a mission and work and bring it to 
as his job as a lawyer who only represents children proves, the attention of the 
he has the access to facts and truths that all those other Vachss fans. Unfortu- 


altruistic poseurs don't. Vachss can change your mind and nately,any hope for 

explain respect and humanity to you via a series of happily- real art may be 

poorly written pieces of trite hard-boiled romance. dashed, as director 
Vachss has seen the pictures, heard the stories face to Adi Sideman (quoted in 

face from crying mothers and bleating babes, seethed in FTVG) confessed: 

front of the morose but unrepentant child-fuckers and raged "But I didn't look for 

at the red taped nine to fivers who fail to share in the victims, that's been 

loathsome burden of trust and righteous care. done before besides I 


He spends his life in the middle of hell (just as Ritter couldn't find any 
had to set. up shop in Times Square) and he's gonna let you children that had been 


know what's there. Vachss' latest novel follows the exact molested by NAMBLA 
same tack as his short stories. INTO THE ZERO continues to. members and I: 
expose the horror that Vachss has seen in the eyes of certainly wasn't going 
abused children and S/M whores: to advertise for them 
"Only a P.O.box was listed, no name. A new kind of kiddie in the hewspapers." 
porn, legal too -I'd never heard of it before. Freaks The cover of gay 
carefully recording their own children getting whipped. To glossy 10 PERCENT 
entertain other maggots. For money. I felt ice-picks of continues the theme: 
fire in my chest." NIXING NAMBLA; TURNING 
And he fucking explodes with the knowledge of how the A CRITICAL EYE ON 
machinations twist innocent minds. The psychologies. The MAN-BOY LOVE. Inside 
methods and the way damage works and feels: is an article by 
"I wanted to do it. I mean after a while, I wanted to do it. Brent Hartinger, who 
All the time. All she had to do was touch me. The handle, traces NAMBLA's 
that's what she called it. Charm says everybody has a handle.history in and out of 
I thought she meant my ...cock. But that wasn't it. The gay politics with a 
handle, it's the way you twist people. polite if fake fence- 
How did it start? sitting slant. 
‘I was in my room. In my bathroom, taking a shower. And she Hartinger interviews 
just came in there. I was...embarrassed. But she did some- Andriette and the 
thing...with her mouth...and I got excited. Then she did it. author of ABUSED BOYS: 
With her hand. Then she...hit me. Hard. It hurt. I was... THE SILENT VICTIMS OF 


crying. And she kept hitting me. She told me I was a dirty ABUSE; Mic Hunter. 
little boy. I was scared of her, but she did it again, later.He covers the prime: 


Then she tole me I had to do what she said." movers in gay politics 
And: -Representative Barney 
"My mother. I,told my mother. She tied me up. In a chair. Frank says: 


She slapped me and slapped me, screaming. She told me I was "The question of age- 
a little slut. I didn't even know what it meant, then. She of-consent doesn't 
said if I ever told her filthy stories again, she'd burn me. seem to me to be a 
She held a candle right up to my face. I was so scared I wet gay issue, and to buy 
myself. She just left me there like that. For a long, long into what I think is 
time. I never told her anything again." a very inaccurate and 
From BORN BAD: E damaging argument - 
"The pressure got too strong for her little-girl heart, She that gay people are 
started wetting the bed, her grades fell way off in school. more prone to have 


Then the night terrors came." sex with children than 
And: other people." 
"Ellen burned me. Just to show me she could do it. My baby- And charts the 


sitter. She was in charge when my parents would go out. Some-merging of the gay 
times she would beat me. Spanking, she called it. She would movement into PC 
do it real hard until I would cry. Then she would tell me I overload via feminist 


was a good boy." and lesbian concerns 


Under Vachss purview is all sorts of sexual dementia: 
child sexual abuse (his favorite) to serial killers to 
animal torture. And when he has time, like in his 259 page 
novel, he'll delve a little deeper into subjects that may 
offer hope -picnics ("righteous"), car racing and respectful 
competition, healthy teen love and poetry. 

Given that most fiction is too contrived; too removed 
from reality to mean anything more than a prurient leer into 
someone's favorite masturbation fantasies, the only hook to 
Vachss' cheap bake-sale version is in the information that 
he advertises to know and offers to impart. Sideways. 

Unfortunately, Vachss seems hopelessly out of touch. His 
characters are talk show safe and the situations similarly 
tired. If his job is to convince one of the desperate 
lengths and single-minded brutality of lustful predators 
hidden among children, and then of the all encompassing 
suffering-style of children and those who really care about 
them (as it would seem from his obsessiveness) then Mr. 
Vachss fails. Surprisingly, given how he spends his days, 
Vachss' cliched scenarios and bumbling babies bear all the 
personality of a suburban gossip breakfast. Underneath the 
Self-conscious street lingo and goofy dramatics, the drive 
of Vachss' heart is all Barry Manilow. 

So as Vachss confuses his life with his writing by talk- 
ing about his mission, so may the reader look for greater 
appeal. Could it be that the sufferers -the victim subjects 
that Vachss fawns over- are forever lost to the ill-equipped 
and foolish hands of tepid moralists like Vachss and there- 
fore consigned to permanent soul destruction and social 
entropy? Could it be that the love and worry in the minds of 
the dedicated few that Vachss (and his ridiculous phantasms) 
typifies are so fraught with smoky moral tenets and vague 
pop-psych definitions as to be beyond contemporary under- 
standing? 

Perhaps that's the kick that /achss' audience is looking 
for. Maybe the tattered and tatty shroud of morality that 
seems to choke Vachss' tacky yarns of eye-for-an-eye revenge 
is more correctly an accurate reflection of the real 
viciousness of child sexual abuse; That those in charge of 
the care of children, whether it be confused with parental 
love or brotherly ecumenical concern, are grossly incapable 
of understanding the job, let alone helping it get better or 
even keeping out of the fucking way. The gift that keeps on 
giving. 

The fact that Vachss knows so little about what he 
pretends to khow so much-is obvious beyond his pathetic use. 
of hopeful play-fiction to explain pain and torture. In an 
interview with THE SCREAM FACTORY, published in spring '93, 
he lies helplessly out of touch: 

"VACHSS: There's a big-time evil freak who actually 
published a magazine containing photographs of children that 
were- 

TSF: PURE, I think. 


E 


as well as the white 
bread assimilation- 
ists. A NAMBLA 

member from Seattle 
complains that 
"There's a feminist 
polemic which 
basically equates man- 
boy love with rape", 
while a Stonewall 25 
organizer maintains 
that the original 
acceptance of NAMBLA 
by gays was simple 
naivete: "What we're 
talking about are 
value changes because 
of information that 
has come out that was 
kept under wraps 
before. More and more 
men are coming out as 
having been sexually 
abused as young 
people." 

Quite a bit closer 
to the bone comes 
Gary Ray Bowles and 
his cover feature in 
the October 4th issue 
of THE ADVOCATE. 

"He served time in 
Tampa, Fla., for an 
attack on a woman in 
which the victim was 
severely beaten and 
her vagina lacerated 
with a knife. He was 
arrested in Atlanta 
for sodomy and battery 
-another Bowles trade- 
mark: 'He's rough 
trade', says Regan. 
'Someone gives him a 


.blow job and then pays 


him.' 

Police, however, 
don't consider Bowles 
gay. His relationships 
with men are 
predatory: His intent 
Seems to be to take 
their belongings. 


VACHSS: You got it, you got it. Now what do you say, was thatEvidently the 


art? That was a deliberate attempt to celebrate the torture 
of infants. Now does this guy have the guts to say 'Okay, 
I'm a freak and this gets me off'? No. He runs and hides 
and says it's an artistic statement. The bottom line is 
this: I don't care what adults do to each other, for each 


other, with each other. I don't feel it's any of my business. 


Kids are supposed to be protected. People who deliberately 


encounters don't 
include sex other than 
fellatio performed o 
Bowles." : 
Bowles is the prime 
suspect in seven 


murders of gay men, 


ATTENTION 


SEXUAL ORIENTED 
MATERIAL ENCLOSED. 


PLEASE DISCARD IF 
NOT REQUESTED. 


NOT FOR SALE 
TO MINORS. 


PARASITE 


PARASITE 


KILLER ON THE LOOSE 
Mike Fielder 
(Blake) 


WHATEVER MOTHER SAYS 
Wensley Clarkson 
(St. Martin's) 


‘I SPEAK FOR THIS CHILD 
Gay Courter 
( Crown) 


WASTING AMERICA'S FUTURE 


Arloc Sherman 
(Beacon) 


"Formed solely from the blood of our fathers, we owe 
absolutely nothing to our mothers. They did nothing but 
submit to the act, whereas our fathers instigated it. Our 
fathers therefore willed our births, whereas our mothers 


merely acquiesced." 


(PHILOSOPHY IN THE BEDROOM, D.A.F. deSade, 1795) 


"It's because I am a woman and it makes me the double 
devil. A woman is supposed to be the protector of children 
and when she does something to harm them it is perceived as 
far worse than a man's crime against them. 
different sex I would have been out of here a long time ago* 
(Myra Hindley, quoted in the December 18, 


THE SUNDAY TIMES) 


Someday, someone is going to murder a perfect woman. 
Maybe someone like an innocent Rachel Nickell or her baby 
who didn't ask to be born. Maybe a silent member of The 
Children's Defense Fund. 

Someone you care about. 


and drool and burrow. 


Create a future. Nurture and ‘develop and promise and 
construct more than your little pathetic life here and now. 
Contribute to everyone's future by modeling the perfect tiny 
Soft damageable head into a perfect lovely design and idea. 

Poor little rat. No one to love him. 
streets looking for windows to smash or little toys to stuff 
in his pockets. And the drugs and beggings and stomach 


WOMB 


If I were a 


1994 issue of 


Someone you worry about and own 
and pick up after. Admire and respect. Protect and save. 
Someone you put up with. Someone who's worth the trouble. 
With a perfect smile. And a perfect body. Built for fucking 
but intended for loving. Built for babies: 
hole that'll expand just enough to let the monster you 
willed to create shit out in perfect time and pain and 
ascetic wonder. Then slap right back into tight place to 
allow a few more perfect bangings before you both turn to 
soap. That glow. That halo. That glint. Little angel. With 
a pet and a pat, a hug and peck, 


a Slick greasy 


a rutting wet dig and tug 


Out on those dark 


"This is stupid, but 
I didn't know what 
incest was. I had 
never heard of any- 
thing like this, but 
I had a sense that it 
was wrong because of 
my reaction -somethinc 
inside of me just 
absolutely turned 
over. I felt like I 
was in a totally 
different zone. I had 
just heard something 
that shook the whole 
foundation of my life. 
But you see, I was 
talked down by my 
husband. I thought 
that my knowledge and 
perception of what 
happened was probably 
lopsided. That was 
always my fear -that 
I overreacted, was 
too emotional one way 
or the other. And I 
really did explode 
all over. I Was going 
to call the police 
and everything. I just 
went off my gourd 
about it. And my 
husband said nothing 
serious happened, it 
really wasn't any- 
thing, and I had over- 
reacted because I 
didn't understand. He 
said others wouldn't 
believe it and this 
was just a lot of fuss 
about nothing and that 
it wouldn't be under- 
stood and would break 
up the family, or 
maybe that they'd 
take the children 
away from me or some- 
thing. And I did 
calm down, reasoning 


cramps and headaches and a 70's soul soundtrack with loud 
violin swells and high falsettos. The whoring, uncaring or 
unable, liquor-soaked vacant mother and, more necessarily, 
an abusive ham fisted papa with a beer and a jack and thick 
wooden branch in the corner by the TV lamplight. 

And this courageous little girl doesn't want your pity. 
With puberty just around the corner and her dreams of 
growing tall and straight and fitting in with all the rest. 
With her brittle bones and the hole in her lungs and the 
retardation and the wheelchair. It's all right, honey, me 
and dad will stay at your side every night if we have to. 

Loss. 

Redemption. 

Hope. 

And that alabaster image of the perfect darling hung 
just the way you want it. Maybe like the one you tasted 
before -back when you were inadequate. And frightened and 
'alone. l 

Empathy. 

Promise and a happy wet ending. 

Little skinny faggot has the nerve to 
Little fucking thing. Uses both hands and 
bunched works in pants far too loose like 
special and not typical. 

You'11 have to explain it to him. 

Faggots. Nigger whores. Breath that stinks of organ rot 
and hollow diseased mind. Half-eyes dilated; a pasty mask 
of disuse and waste and tired dog beatings. Like every 
other disgusting crab infested pig cunt you've ever 
plunged your hard-on into. And much more besides. Damaged 
and dying. Holes and pits. Just like always. Just like on 
TV and in the magazines. Like you wanted. Like you look 
really fucking hard for. 

And the hand that pulls down on his lower lip while the 
other hand works up the shaft shaking the balls back and 
forth, is the same hand that's supposed to feed them. Or at 
least try. Or to look that way. 

Some fat art collector beast with a couple extra chin 
loaves and a few less really long hairs up on that shiny 
huge square dome, his short stubby little dicked fingers 
fumble and grapple round his charge's cheap sac and his 
gooey maw lips up and down on the boy's straight out cock. 
Youth. Ah, youth and you're really poor aren't you? 

Tell me about your mama. 

Tell me ...did your dad abuse you? Did he...sexually 
abuse...did he interfere with you in any way...any way that 
you didn't like, that you felt uncomfortable with? 

What did you want to do? 

Did you hate it? Tell me how much you hated it. All the 
while, pulling his fat short penis. Obviously. Come here 
boy. Come right here you little fucking degenerate. You want 
to know what you're playing at? Your parents wherever the 
fuck they come from. Your fucking Beastie Boys T-shirt and 
that stupid hippy ambient shit on that tape. You want to 


fist his package. 
pushes up the 
it's something 


know how to play a part, you little motherfucker, you little 


pretend motherfucker. 'Cause I don't give a fuck about your 
blank pot smoking waste face; your dirty fat gym short cock 
and camp urchin smile, you little cocksucker. You want to 
suck some shit? You want to swallow a fucking broken chair 
leg you little alley rat? 


I'll tell you something right now. I've been in a base- 


with myself that I 
was overreacting." 

And 

"I've searched and 
searched. How innocent 
I.was. I just never 
dreamed a man would 
do something like 
this." 
(MOTHERS OF INCEST 
SURVIVORS, Janis 
Tyler Johnson, 
Indiana University 
Press, 1992) 


It's almost not 
worth the bother. 
Susan Smith and her 
madness became the 
focus instead of 
Susan Smith and her 
pain. Or her husband 
and the worthless 
relatives' pain and 
the incredible 
struggle they have 
ahead of them for the 
rest of their pitiful 
lives. Now that those 
two saintly dolls, 
Michael and Alex, 
ages three and four- 
teen months respec- 
tively, are gone 
forever. How could 
she do it? How could 
a mother do that? 

To her credit, 
Andrea Peyser seems a 
bit less sympathetic 
but she still can't 
resist the easy 
angle and pads her 
book MOTHER LOVE, 
DEADLY LOVE (Harper) 
with all sorts of 
"research" into the 
shocking history of 
child murdering moms. 

Maria Eftimiades' 
knock-off is SINS OF 
THE MOTHER and is 
just the average 
thicker tabloid: 
review. Following the 
formula of her 
previous books on 
Joel Rifkin and Katie 
Beers, Maria spends 
most of her breath on 
the circus the crime 


And inside the details of that essence will be presented almost entirely by 
useless facts, figures and motherly "potential consequences". 

The dangers of lead poisoning. Crack. "The cause of the fire: overturned 
candles used because the electricity had been shut off." 

"At the grocery in the winter of 1980, three year-old Josh pulled a jar out 
of a display and a pyramid of grape jam toppled over on him, breaking half the 
items on display. The storekeeper insisted that Sarah pay for the damage, which 
amounted to $27. This figure represented a sizable portion of her monthly income. 
Sarah paid for the damage at the expense of Amy's diaper budget. After Sarah 
rationed Amy's disposable diapers, Amy developed a diaper rash, which became 
infected. Amy was unable to sleep and developed a fever." 

"A few times I tried to kill myself out of fear and shame at not being able to 
keep a roof over our heads, out of anger over not being able to hold a job and 
needing to return over and over again to welfare, out of desperation whenever the 
welfare department would cut off my eligibility by mistake. When I would be put 
into a mental hospital, Susan would stay with my mother and father. What I didn't 
know until she was grown was that my brother was forcing sex upon her each time 
she stayed with them. She was so afraid of what would happen to our little family 
that she hid her pain." 

Unlucky. 

Imagine the pain of the young Alex, only two years-old when his mother was 
murdered by a still unknown killer. His grandma,quoted in KILLER ON THE LOOSE, 
sums it up: 

"He talks about Rachel now. He didn't for about a year. He has pictures of 
her everywhere and says, "This is my mummy". In the summer he came to stay with 
me and I took him swimming. He said, "Have we been to this pool before?" and I 
Said yes, we went there with Mummy. He said, "I can remember what mummy looks 
like, but I can't remember what she feels like" and from a small boy that is quite 
a sad thing to hear him say." 

Alex bears a greater burden in his memory. And all of England should be 
watching how the toddler grows up. Walking hand in hand on Wimbledon Common, 
baby Alex's mum was cut down right in front of his little baby eyes and soft 
brain. "Her jeans and panties were round her ankles and her bra had been partially 
pulled down to expose her nipples." She was stabbed all over her chest and back, 
her throat was almost sliced in two. And "Alex, bare-chested, was hugging her 
body." 

KILLER ON THE LOOSE spends most of its paperback time covering the outrageous 
arrest and trial of Colin Stagg, the main suspect (and not a wholly uninteresting 
character) who was ultimately judged not-guilty. But the astounding aesthetics 
of the brutal crime are not entirely lost on author Mike Fielder, although he 
doesn't seem to nail it down exactly. Rachel Nickell is continuously described 
in glowing terms. Her halo starts off shining all of Wimbledon by the glory of 
motherhood and ends up a blinding spotlight that shames heaven by her martyrdom. 
Out for a simple stroll with her child, Ms. Nickell was, apparently, unaware 
and undeserving of the slaughter she fell into -and Fielder's clumsy euphemisms 
and thin hedges still can't create a total slut. A mother, a perfect woman. 

But, of course, the ferocious appeal of the crime lies with the two year- 

Old screaming and clutching at his raped and ripped mother's fifteen minute 
corpse. And that appeal is couched in the same ugly philosophy that fuels all 
these rags. These fucking kids. These fresh faced little angels whose rise to 
fortune is constantly hampered and cut short by insidious forces far beyond 
their own gentle capabilities. Wasted and destroyed chances and dreams. And 

these wombs. These mothers spreading all this wonderment termed love or care or 
hope or help. And the truth is each book, save the Rachel Nickell contemplation, 
makes all the same mistakes for all the same complaints. Hope is for the hopeless. 

Unless you enjoy that sort of thing. 


PARASITE #18/February 1995 
available by subscription only 
$40. annually (12 issues) 
age Statement required 
c. Peter Sotos, 1995 


younger brother and sister. Drugs and petty crime included. 
The second takes up almost half the book. À father with six 
ex-wives abuses his kids (two sons and a daughter) and it 
becomes Gay's job to sort out the mess -multiple foster home 
clashes, emotional nightmares stemming from years of neglect 
and molestation, deep seated manias from years of deceit anc 
rejection. The oldest son is bitter and markedly, mentally, 
damaged. The youngest. son is just waiting to explode and the 
girl is the perfect picture of abuse shoved deep into a 
fifteen year-old sexually crazed slut. The third tale is of 
Gay's struggle to reunite three sisters in varying circum- 
Stances under the same roof until they become adults. 

That all of Gay's fights ended up in rather unsuccessful 
situations is perhaps less telling than the manner in which 
Such information is released. The chapters end on promising 
notes but the afterword is a bit more sombre: 
. "Lydia Ryan and Alicia Stevenson preferred to live on 
the street rather than return to the "system". 


hard I tried, 


No matter how 


I could not secure the individualized mental 


or medical health or educational programs they required. 
Their injuries did not stop when they were removed from 
their parents' homes but were compounded by the ineffectual 
way the state managed their care, and they were irrevocably 
harmed when they were dumped without any resources the day 
they came of age. Nobody would listen to what they wanted 
when they were under eighteen. Nobody would help them when 
In the end I also failed to provide 


they were over eighteen. 
either of them with a permanent, 


loving family. 


What would 


have to change to improve the outcome for troubled children 


in the future?" 


Standing at the front of a long line. Splitting that 
line in two, a single white gloved hand simply motions 
right to left as each blank filthy wasted face trips and 


stumbles to the head. 


Mamas falling all over themselves. Feed The Children. 


I'LL BET 
red coat 
Her cute 
bleeding 


‘all things warm and natural. 


7UP, 14UP, 21UP, 


28UP, 
puff and droop and lose 


35UP. 
that wonder and trust. 


THE RUSSIANS LOVE THEIR CHILDREN TOO. That lovely 
on that far too young thing in Spielberg's fantasy. 
walk through the black and white hollywood camp 
innocence and protection and hope and purity and 


See those English looks 


‘Oprah's SILENT SCREAM. Frontline's two part INNOCENCE 
LOST. Before Your Eye's KRISTEN IS MISSING. 


You see that smoke, 


honey, 


see that smoke, darling, that's your children. 

You see that nigger in the corner. The one with the 
flabby punctured ass waving at the truckdrivers, who just a 
second ago was yelling at itself? You wanna know what her 
shit black kids smell like? 

And that beast begging for change outside the White Hen. 
What was his childhood like? What sort of abuse -personal 
abuse- creates that deep growly wheeze? Those shattered 
Kneecaps and cuts and welts and thick scars and beatings and 
nighttime rapes and robberies. | 

From the backcover of WASTING AMERICA'S FUTURE: 

"For many readers, though, the essence of this book will 
lie in the stories of children and families, many of whom 
endure unfair and damaging lives with grace, and who remind 
us that good things-whole and healthy lives-are worth 


paying for." 


that's your mother. 


Or you 


outfit THE FAKES 

have focused their 
sloppy girl style 
(aided by a few 
select "scene" male 
alternative misfits) 
into an even more 
direct and aggressive 
blast of what it 
must be like to 
struggle with all 
those feminist 
theories and all those 
rape and assault and 
young fucker stories. 
Their first CD is 
titled REAL FICTION 
and its most power- 
ful cut is a spoken 
word "open letter" 
read to "Billie's" 
father. Some of the 
juicier bits from 

the pained California 
darling's heart 
follow: 

"I don't have any 
Scars to prove this 
‘cause you were so 
careful to cut in just 
the right way. And 
I can't stand for my 
mouth to be dry any- 
more after the hours 
I spent with your 
handkerchief in it" 

"And you made 
little slits on my 
Skin. Slowly. 
Beautiful red lines. 
Slowly. Sometimes 
even on the bottoms 
of my feet so I'd 
have to crawl around 
the house for days. 
Three years old on my 
hands and knees and 
my ass sticking out 
just for your sweet 
foot to kick." 

"I'm totally 
making this up. I 
don't know why. Is 
your asshole still 
bleeding? Did he make 
you suck his dick? 
Did he make you fuck 
your brothers? Did 
he tie you up, Daddy? 
Did Grandpa tie you 
up?" 


ment apartment, a long time ago. À couple lived there and 
invited me down to see their chicken films. Real chicken 
films you lame faggot. I don't give a rat's ass about the 
size of your dick, the weight of your balls or those dirty 
dimples. I don't have an image in here about watching your 
glassy blue eyes turn red or open or trusting and de jected. 
I got a picture of a little one tied up and begging for its 
mama. I got a memory of two queers sitting next to me, 
beating each other off to impress me while I watched someone 
very unlike yourself get shit on and pissed on and beaten in 
the face with a boot. And you want to know how it turned 
out? You think these NAMBLA fags killed that little dog. You 
think they stretched that pit and plowed into that skinny 
corpse-to-be with all their might ripping it from the inside 
shoulder to hee1? 

You think they just sucked him off? 

And paid him and laughed as he left. Thinking about what 
they just did and fucked and isn't he just like that other 
one the other day. 'Cause they only wanted a little dick or 
clean eye or dirty blonde hair. Poor street trash. Poor 
lovely boy. Little cockroach. 

They shoved some pills in its bawling mouth and dumped 
coca-cola down its screaming biting choking throat. And 
watched it shake and twitch and, I swear on anything fucking 
holy, bark. And snot and spit from its nose and blood from 
its wrists and, oh man, oh dear, the crying baby was bright 
fucking red. All over its puffy frightened shrieking face. 

And then a big black boot heel fit perfectly between 
that spinning eye rolling head and those bone jutting soft 
thin white shoulders and stepped down. A11 the way down into 
a wet concrete floor. Grinding into that neck smashed floor, 
and knees up all the way down back into it. 

Darling. 

Lick. Don't suck. 

What kind of pig are you? 

Once again, context is everything. Ask the multifarious 
Sisters of mercy who protect the needful by turning the 
mute weakness of suffering into tracts and placards designed 
to educate the careless and twist the conscience of the 
selfish. Ask, specifically, the wonderful bleeders who know 
how Lisa Steinberg looked choking on the floor of a filthy 
dark bathroom and how Hedda's fat empty womb is healing. 

Ask especially Marian Wright Edelman of the Children's 
Defense Fund and Gay Courter, a "Guardian ad Litem" on a 
volunteer basis. Andrew Vachss? Pier Paolo Pasolini? 

And ask all their fans. 

HI YOU PIECE OF SHIT, 

JUST READ THE FIRST CHAPTER OF YOUR BOOR IN ANSWER ME. 

I CANT WAIT TILL IT COMES OUT. BECAUSE YOU WILL GO TO JAIL 
THIS TIME. YOU WILL BE INVESTAGATED YOU WILL BE FOUND OUT. 
YOU WILL DO TIME. YOU WILL BE FUCKED IN THE ASS. I CANT WAIT 
TILL THOSE NIGGERS IN JAIL GET YOU. ITS EASY TO SEE WHY YOU 
HATE WOMEN AND LITTLE GIRLS. YOU ARE A LITTLE GIRL. I BET 
YOUR A BIG FAT SLOB OR SOME NERD WEAKLING TYPE WHO COULDN'T 
GET LAID EVEN IF YOU COULD GET IT UP. AND IM SURE YOUR WAY 
TOO MUCH OF A PUSSY TO DO THESE THINGS YOU WRITE ABOUT. 

YOUR JUST A SICK PIECE OF SHIT WHO CANT FUNCTION IN THE REAL 
WORLD. ALL YOU CAN DO IS WATCH YOUR SNUFF FILMS + KIDDIE 
PORN AND WAACK YOUR LIMP DICK. SICK FUCKS LIKE YOU ALWAYS 
FUCK UP. ITS GONNA HAPPEN AND I CANT WAIT. THE URGE WILL 
OVERWHLM YOU AND YOU'LL DO SOMETHING STUPID. THE HAMMER WILL 


creates rather than 
worrying too much 
about the dirty 
details and whatever 
implications those 
might have. 

While Susan Smith 
hardly recalls the 
Squashing brutality 
that Laurie Dann 
embodied, there are 
certain aspects of 
her rather mundane 
crime that deserves 
a little attention. 
There'are the typical 
and irritating early 
abortion/suicide 
attempts and the 
unanswered cries of 
step-father 
molestation and abuse 
and her real father's 
suicide that sound 
familiar enough to 
bore even the grocery 
line crowd. And the 
actual crime, the 
two tots drowning, 
is depressingly 
unspectacular as well. 
Though Peyser does 
give it her best 
shot: 

"How long did 
Michael and Alex live 
in that car, 
terrified, screaming, 
gasping for air? The 
precise number of 
heartbeats may be 
impossible to gauge. 
But experts speculate 
it could have been as 
little as five to ten 
minutes. 

"Or as long as 
forty. 

[no 

"Think about it. 
Look at a clock, and 
try holding your 
breath for five 
minutes. You can't do 
it. Now, imagine some- 
one is holding your 
face in a tub of water 
for the same amount 


of time. Panic would 
engulf your entire 
being within seconds? 


COME DOWN AND THAT WILL BE IT FOR YOUR SICK LITTLE WORLD. 
SOMEONE, SOMEWHERE IS GONNA FUCK YOU UP BOY. SOMEONE IS 
GONNA BEAT YOU TILL YOU CANT WALK. ITS EASY TO FUCK WITH 
CHILDREN BUT WHAT ARE YOU GONNA WHEN A MAN GETS A HOLD ON 


YOU, PUSSY BOY! MOST WOMEN COULD KICK THE SHIT OUT OF YOU. 
WOULDN'T THAT BE À HOOT. SO LONG FOR NOW SCUMBAG SEE YOU ON 
THE NEWS. 

FUCK YOU, 


YOUR WORST NIGHTMARE 
P.S. BETTER START BREAKING YOUR ASSHOLE IN NOW, 
NIGGER DICKS ARE PRETTY BIG! DIE PIG. 

"T'm writing a big, long article for HUSTLER on the 
hierarchy of prostitutes. À friend suggested you might be 
a good interviewee. I used to know a ton of prostitutes & 
even was one, but now that I've reached the ripe old age of 
25, I find I can't find any. So if you have any good 
Stories, I'd appreciate talking to you for a short time. 
Please feel free to call collect anytime." 


One of the old raincoat brigade tires of the dick in his 


face as another decides those loosening flesh clasps just 
won't be enough tonight. Not without a little information. 

"Suesan continued to be handcuffed to her bed each 
night. Theresa Knorr tended to make the manacles doubly 
tight on evenings when there was a full moon, according to 
the other children. 

"Gradually, the energy and health that Suesan had 
battled so bravely to regain following that shooting the 
previous year was being drained out of her body. Theresa 
Knorr seemed to take a perverse delight in watching her 
daughter slowly disintegrate in front of her very eyes." 

Simple white trash. Just one more in a long and ugly 
line. You don't need anymore story than you got at that 
first glance. That is, if there is a story beyond the low- 
brow machine gun tabloid lives these animals seem to 
suffocate under. 

More details on Suesan's and Terry's and Sheila's 
prostitution. The ideas that coursed through the fog of 
their lives; they had to decide whether to endure torture 
and madness at home or sell their deformed minds and bodies 
to anonymous cocks holding money and drugs. More details on 
the beatings and blood-fucks the boys and girls dealt with 
daily as their brains twisted and fried. More details on 
the reality and hope and failed chances and awkward 
stuttering and stultifying confusion and terror. And then 


there's this pull toward safety and mom and the only fucking 


thing they know. 

But you know how all that works out. 

And Wensley Clarkson doesn't feel your philistine urges 
deserve the Jack Olsen treatment. 


"Fitzgerald sat on the other end of the line, transfixed 


by the gruesome account of life in Sacramento. Terry dis- 
closed incidents like being locked in a freezer, having 
knives thrown at them, being handcuffed to the table and 


beaten, being hung from the door, suffering regular kickings 


from her mother, being burned by cigarettes. Then she spoke 
about the force-feeding, the hot bowl burning the inside of 
her sister's legs, the molestation by her father, the time 
her mother stood on her sister's neck." 

Tasteless. Any tangible evidence or confessions outside 
of court will only get in the way of the gore and armchair 
safety. Wasted. The backcover synopsis tells you everything 


I HEAR THOSE 


The cops and the 
FBI and the reporters 
and neighbors all 
feel so awful when 
they start to suspect, 
then realize that the 
mother they cared for 
and worried for and 
prayed for was 
actually the evil one. 
Maria Eftimiades 
misses the forest for 
the trees as she 
records the reactions 
as best as she can 
hear them through 
whatever real 
reporter is blocking 
her way. 

The great book on 
Susan Smith is yet 
to be written. And 
when it is, it'll 
focus completely on 
the days that Marc 
Klaas (Polly's dad) 
flew in to be at her 
Side in an attempt 
to help her through 
her hardest time 
imaginable. 

The March 3rd 
edition of DATELINE 
NBC is scheduled to 
air an interview 
with Susan's mother. : 
And, at the very 
least, one should be 
able to see those 
holiday videos of 
Michael and Alex 
again. 


"The first time my 
biological father 
Started sexually 
harassing me was when 
I was nine. He played 
with my tiny young 
breasts. I felt un- 
comfortable and tried 
to move away but his 
power as a father 
won. I knew that he 
knew that it was 
wrong because he 
spoke with a guilty 
tone in his voice. I 
told my mother and 
she just laughed, she 
Said laughingly 'Oh 


you need to know on how to spend your next bathroom visit. 

And it's just as well. 

Theresa Knorr was the mother of five little piggies. And 
all the moves and holes and handcuffs and lies and psychoses 
matter not a jot outside of the stereotypes that suck your 
dick quick or grace your fantasies with tears and inflamed 
mood swings. 

So there must be something more. You need to know what 
fills that space between its dented head and the hole. that 
chews your cock and cum. And if Wensley Clarkson is just 
another idiot with specious facts and lazy conclusions 
(formed before the trial even begins, of course) you'll just 
have to look elsewhere. Because the images that Clarkson 
plays with are initially, briefly, seductive. 

Suesan bleeding slowly into a dirty bathtub, sweaty and 
frothy and clouded. Her sisters crying in the streets with 
their abused hooking friends. Her brother getting his tight 
asshole expanded. 

Gay Courter knows more about these types. She acts as 
a child's voice in court cases, offering the kids assistance 
and care in the way their lives are handled in an otherwise 
uncaring bureaucracy. She's not a lawyer, but rather a 
volunteer Whose only concern is to serve the child's own 
interests. As a Guardian ad Litem she is able to "access 
records that are legally unavailable to police, lawyers, 
Social service agencies, schools, and the families them- 
selves." Her access is great, her commitment is built on 
selflessness and trust in the future and her eyes are eager 
to see it all. 

"My mission is pure: to make something that has gone 
terribly wrong a little better, phone call by phone cal1, 
visit by visit, meeting by meeting, court appearance by 
court appearance, report by report." 

And naturally, Ms. Courter seeks to impart the problems 
these lost and damaged and unwanted kids exist as. And since 
she has changed their names and all the identifying details 
of her little darlings she is sure to let you know: "The 
legal groundwork and placement situations have not been 
changed nor have the specific crimes against the children." 

But Courter is also blind. Blinded by that dreadful 
barricade that is the universal understanding of motherhood. 
As much as I SPEAK FOR THIS CHILD is about the distress 
children are forced to live with (and never through) it is 
primarily about the failures of the foster care system due 
to impossible money problems. The lack of appropriate 
decisions being made on the children's behalf are all 
predicated on the crippling financial terms and needs of an 
overcrowded mass of kids tossed out at a moment's notice. 

So while Ms. Courter strives to infuse a little personal 
love and tenderness into the equation by her belief in such 
things, her efforts, in the end, prove to be worthless if 
not silly. It's not simple inhuman capitalist atavism that 
ultimately thwarts her kind gestures but the emptiness of 
her cause. The real damage may be more in the thinking than 
in the practice. 

I SPEAK FOR THIS CHILD revolves around three main cases. 
The first is about a sixteen year-old who's been wronged 
and misunderstood (as Gay would have it) for most of her 
life. She had an early abortion, hung around with Satanists, 
was on the fringes of her boyfriend's murder and, rejected 
by her parents after some speculated maltreatment of her 


he was just after 
those tiny breasts 
...never mind'. 

She treated it as if 
it was cute." 

And 

"My mother sexually 
and physically abused 
me all of my child- 
hood. I had no idea 
it could be reported 
or even that her 
behaviour was wrong 
or bad. I wanted to 
respond to the survey 
SO people would be 
aware that rape is 
not the only sexual 
crime. I was 
continually bashed 
and sexually abused 
by my mother for 
most of my childhood. 
She used to "torture" 
my penis by squeezing 
it in her fingers. 
She also used to 
force her little 
finger into my anus 
when she caught me 
touching my penis at 
all. 

"This was her 
"anger" response to 
having been raped 
continuously by her 
father when she was 
sixteen through 
twenty years old. 

She chose me, her 
first male child, to 
release her anger on, 
and also to totally 
repress my sexuality, 
presumably so I 
would not be like her 
father." 

(VOICES OF THE 
SURVIVORS, Patricia 
Easteal, Spinifex, 
1994) 


The rape obsessed 
brain of Bikini Kill, 
Kathleen, has re- 
surfaced with a new 
cut and paste "punk" 
project that's sure 
to excite all those 
who lust after her 
message. Her new 


ATTENTION 


SEXUAL ORIENTED 
MATERIAL ENCLOSED. 


PLEASE DISCARD IF 
NOT REQUESTED. 


NOT FOR SALE 
TO MINORS. 


PARASITE 


ARASITE 


CHICKEN HAWK Sadly, the chances 
Directed by Adi Sideman of porno's dead-by- 
(Stranger Than Fiction) suicide Savannah turn- 


ing into a new Linda 


THE BOYS OF ST. VINCENT (parts 1&2) 

Directed by John N. Smith Lovelace or Shauna 

(Canada, 1992) BOY Grant don't look good. 
The latest issue of ` 

THE MALE ESCORTS OF SAN FRANCISCO CELEBRITY SKIN (#37) 

"Directed by Matthew Link promises quite a bit 

(The Link Video Productions) in its advertised 


expose'on the former 
Shannon Wilsey's life 
‘til almost 24, but 
hardly pays off. 
Basically a retread of 
the article in ROLLING 
STONE's October issue 
-but without the 
access to the rock 
stars- CELEBRITY SKIN 
volunteered a more 
detailed look into 
Savannah's father's 
ugly history. And 
since ROLLING STONE 
did quite a nice cut- 
up on the dad, Mike 
Wilsey, via an inter- 
view with Savannah's 
mom, Pam Langoria, the 
forecast for some 
broken-hearted, self- 
loathing confusion 
behind the eyes of an- 
other pumped and 
painted model cock- 
sucker seemed guaran- 
teed. But alas, try as 
they might to pimp. 


And I want you to know. Cause I feel the same. We're some reality or life 
both 100% correct and we only have to work out the lines 9r in eren into 
between us. You see? Now I want to hear it again. And I want Savannah's carcass- 
you to say it exactly the way you told me before. Only -this before-the-fact; the 
time- I want to fucking see it. Right here in the back of my fOrmer bucket remains 
painful little burning beady eyes. You faggot fucking cock- Virtually empty. 
sucker I want to lick the stink off those words -those Peter Ni LK DBOn S 
irritating little flies' lies- and spit ‘em back into your @rticle in ROLLING 
bawling worthless liar's face. STONE ("DREAMGIRL") 

Sit u and bark. played up E de 

Use that tongue in a foreign way this time. Let's see rigueur family 


how many rutting pig's trails of deceit and horror and pain Problems: a teenage , 
marriage and a separa- 


NOT ANGELS BUT ANGELS 
Directed by Wiktor Grodecki 
(Czech Republic 1994) 


Tell me again. 

Just cause I want to be sure to understand everything. 
Absolutely. Every fucking little fucking faggy detail. So 
let's hear it. Let me hear those shitty tiny words drag out 
of your little cocksucking queer mouth. Let me smell those 
words -I want to taste all that shit. Make me feel what you 
went through, faggot. Make me know just how bad it got. Make 
me cry and feel and see and hug you and keep you warm. And 
we'll be so much closer then. Connected, you know. 

But I'm only gonna know you from what you say. Just 
words. Fucking lying little words open to conjecture and 
misunderstanding and color. Subjective, objective and 
couched in every little ugly impulse and fib that embarrasses 
you. Or scares you. Or Keeps you from the pure fucking 
heaven that lies right here in my open arms, puppy dog. 
That's what you want, isn't it, honey? Isn't it, dear? Some- 
one to say you're right in every fucking thing you've ever 
thought or done -every single moment. And, of course, you're 
right. Honestly. How could you be wrong? This ugly world. 
They -they- they never mattered and so what if they did? 
You're human and every decision can't be made perfect right 
on the spot. More importantly, every decision -no matter 
what- has to be made by you. You are what matters. Perfectly. 
Honestly. In this god's world you only have you to go on. 
Right? 


that red fat whip can click right off. Fast you fuck. You tiôn before Shannon 
pretentious little homo queen, I want everything right here. was even born, a 

I want my cock to feel it and my asshole. Before my brain completely absent 
Can pick it apart. You fucking dog. You dirty fucking father, and some thin 
animal dog. Open that hole and stink this entire place up to attempts at sexual 
high fucking heaven with that sick little you of yours. Your abuse ("But usually if 


face farts, your asshole gump, your shitted grotesque fat the subject came up, 
lazy whore's mind. Savannah, blue eyes 
Tell me how you got it. looking wounded, veer- 


Or should I refresh your memory? Should I get you starteded off to something 
so you don't veer off the track and really fucking grinding else.") But mostly the 
fucking piss me off with more outrageous fucking little article tries to point 
pussy whipped faggot lies? Should I fuck? Fuck? its clean hippy finger 
How fucking close are you? How fucking justthisclose are at the cheezy Holly- 
you to understanding how really fucking important this is to wood glitz rock n'roll 


you? To us.. scene. Axl Rose and 
Remember now...calm down and spew forth only that which Slash, Vince Neil and 
will set you fucking free. You fucking pig. Tommy Lee, David Lee 


How you got it -how you think you got it. Cause I -we- Roth and Billy Sheenan 
know it's still all in the open, right? We're not sure? But all dug their fingers 
you have an opinion. And we'd like to share that opinion. into Savannah's whore 
We'd like to be very close now. pie and are sideways 

We wànt to choke in the warm sunshine of your fairy tale.chastised for their 
To fold hands and cup big flabby asscheeks and caress your failure to see her as 
fingertips up and down óne's sides, torso to armpit, kiss a needful, loving 

fully and deeply and know that time only exists the moment person rather than a 
we pull from each other and wonder who gets to the bathroom clawing groupie with 


first to soak off the shit and sweat and cum. two sets of silicone 
Tell me how you got AIDS from letting someone blow you. operations (one 
About the cuts at the base of your cock -where the skin through the armpits, 
rubbed and pulled open and the sores stayed red and wet and one through the 
stinging everytime you jerked off and slammed and slipped nipples) and a sex- 


inside some fag room butthole. And how you let that oriental style that was less 
faggot suck you. How he sucked you right to the stem. And than "nasty". And the 
how you forgot about the cuts. And how you had diarrhea just drink and drugs. and 


a few days later. And thrush. Gregg Allman at only 
And tell me how your husband battered you and fucked 16. Unfortunately, 
your ugly pig face. And you didn't know what to do, did you all this adds up to a 
little baby? You cheap cunt. You cheap fucking pig. news flash as boring 
And how did daddy's dick taste? as the bands the 


How you would've kept your shirt on if you weren't drunk.former blonde three- 
Especially since someone had a camera. Cause you're really  holer (if you're 


not like that, are you, you cunt. lucky) enjoyed. The 
And you let him piss on you cause it meant something simple truth is that 
then. And the nude scene is important. Sex is just a great Savannah shot her head 
plus when it comes to love. open not because of 
Should we wear condoms when we fuck our friends' greasy her unfortunate child- 
little holed asses? hood or her guilt over 


Should you employ dental dams before you engage in the prostitution or her 
wholly disgusting perversion of actually getting your face greater failure and 


anywhere near those wobbly piss and filth filled sewers -rejection at "love"; 

women call cunts? or any other reason 
And should we smoke? one might find it 
And wear shoulder straps in the car. Oh dear, I certain- worthwhile to rewind 

ly hope your tiny little 6 month old baby doesn't go and pause at a nice 


smashing through your windshield breaking every wormy chickenscene from, say, 
bone in its worthless fucking body. What can I do to help? STAR GANG BANGERS VOL. 


Where can one find damned exciting child pornography ONE FEATURING SAVANNAH 
these days? and look for the 
Specifically the kind with little boys. But not too | disgust under the cum, 


little, not lolita babies or Japanese school girl age. Maybe or the tears under the 
even with rather nicely formed thick long cocks. And pubic cum, or the fright and 


exhibit quite a bit more damage than the old guard in SF. retarded', also naked, 
Perhaps due to their age, or the dire economic situation also full-frontal, 
they've been born into, or maybe just their own rampant sex- this too child 

ual confusion and lust, the ten or so kids that people ANGELSpornography Nazi- 


all display that quality that simple finances can't buy: 'style, the camera 
living exploitation. complicit in the 
"We go to the toilet -he suck me and give me the money." torturer's pride, his 
"My parents kicked me out." monument to memory." 
"I still prefer women." Heated students of 
"What I didn't like was when I had to give him a blow Ms. Dworkin's genius 
job." may want to 
*I'm used to it now." investigate the 
"I hate perverse sex." following titles, 
"I like it when somebody sucks my dick." before they visit the 


These boys are:asked virtually the same questions as the museum, to provide 
ones in MALE ESCORTS. And, relatively speaking, in the same further resonance: 
way as the NAMBLA men in CHICKENHAWK. And the documentary ART OF THE HOLOCAUST 
idea is exact: the camera is straight on, the questions hang (over 350 artworks 
in the air and the answers are run down in order. In fact created in ghettos, 
the similarity between the questions asked both sets of concentration camps, 
prostitutes is enough to explain away any need for further and in hiding by 
discussion as to motive or personal design of the filmmakers.victims of the Nazis) 
First time, how many, where, who (mostly Germans say the by Janet Blatter & 
Prague youth), what they like or hate the most, cost, AIDS, Sybil Milton (Rutledge 
future fears (surprisingly, loneliness runs a close second Press, 1981). THE 
behind disease among the Prague boys), etc. CHILDREN OF IZIEU: A 
Where one can easily point to the failings of Adi SidemanHUMAN TRAGEDY by 
to peer beneath the paint and armor of his subject, the same Serge Klarsfeld 
can not be said of Grodecki and Link. A11 their subjects seem(Abrams, 1984). 
open, if not vulnerable, though most probably through no CHILDREN OF THE FLAMES 
genius of the directors. But the hookers in general respond (Dr. Josef Mengele and 
to the clear intentions of their interviewers. However, the the untold story of 


flat camera.approach and rote questions and format of all the twins of 
three documentaries only really delivers in NOT ANGELS BUT Auschwitz) by Lucette 
ANGELS. Matalon Lagnado and 


Could this be due to the fact that the kids are younger Sheila Cohn Dekel 
and dirtier in Prague? Or to Grodecki's decision to include (Morrow, 1991). THE 
quick porno shots of the boys sucking cock and swallowing MURDERS AT 
cum to show a real, less thoughtful and removed, concentratedBULLENHUSER DAM (the 
side of the reality of their situation? Or purely the realitySS doctor and the 
that comes across is a more sadistic, more prurient, more children) by Gunther 
dangerous lifestyle -and so apart from any childhood wish? Schwarberg (Indiana 
Is it that the'kids in the street, regardless of any larger University Press, 


moral truth or supra-personal ideal, suffer the weight of 1984). BELZEC, 
being worn out and exposed to harsh facts before they're SOBIBOR, TREBLINKA 
mentally equipped to handle them? Where money and profes- (the Operation 


sional concerns are less personality choices and molds than Reinhard Death Camps) 
the by-products of youthful confusion with the possibility by Yitzhak Arad 
of brutal consequences and brightly damaged futures? (Indiana University 
Yes. | V. Press, 1987). INSIDE 
d THE VICIOUS HEART 
(Americans and the 
liberation of Nazi 


PARASITE #15/November 1994 Concentration Camps) 
available by subscription only by Robert H. Abzug 

$40. annually (12 issues) (Oxford, 1985). NAZI 
age statement required MEDICINE (doctors, 


victims and medicine 
in Auschwitz) by The 
International Ausch- 
witz Committee 
(Fertig, 1986). 


C. Peter Sotos, 1994 


quotes from and lays support to a 1961 sociological studÿ of 12 hours at a time- 
homosexual prostitution by Albert J. Reiss, Jr.: articulated. I want 
"Before a boy has his first experience with a client, he has the beatings, the 
been told by members of his peer-group how to make contacts, whippings, the 

how to collect money when a client resists paying, and how forced hard labor and 
to behave during the encounter. Boys are trained to seek out slave labor, narrated. 
clients. Hardly innocent, vulnerable children who are taken I need to know about 
advantage of by overpowering, more highly sophisticated ad- those who resisted 
ults, these boys are fully aware of what they are doing and and those who escaped; 


how to succeed at doing it." there were some. I. 
Comstock makes a careful distinction between thief and need a heritage on the 
hustler and states: female side. I want 


"Violence tends to be avoided because it would disrupt the this museum changed 
organization of the system. If violence and danger were the so that remembrance 
repeated experience and expectation of clients, the system is not male. I want 
could not exist. Since both the boys and the clients under- to know the story of 
Stand themselves to be delinquents and involved in delinquentwomen in the Holo- 
activity, neither wants to behave in a manner that would caust." 
draw the attention of the police." Ms. Dworkin is one 
But the violence in dealing with whores -especially youngof the few people who 
boy whores- is not in simple robbery; it is not that clearly understands the truth 
defined. Just as the money that is needed and haggled over behind the holocaust. 
and carefully dispensed is not the backbone of the act. It And she is perfectly 
isn't that mundane. correct in her 
Steve, one of the 5 hustlers interviewed in MALE ESCORTS assessment of the 
OF SAN FRANCISCO, talks about his start in the business and images and in her 
his early success. Only 19 years old, he advertised as such outrage over the 


and now remembers "everyone likes chicken". lack of real facts 
But MALE ESCORTS OF SAN FRANCISCO is a documentary about and detail: 
the higher end of the scale where all five men are gay- "Phere is a photo of 


identified and run advertisements in a local sex rag. They'rea naked girl, 
all relatively happy with their situations, or at least not probably adolescent, 


Suffering under the guilt, self loathing or drug addicted 'mentally handicapped' 
Stereotypes most commonly associated with hooking. In fact taken before she was 
the one hustler that is HIV pósitive, was so before he killed. She is stand- 


Started in the trade. John says he's not proud of his deci- ing up, facing the 

sion to sell his dick, but he's not ashamed and he does feel camera, full-frontal, 
a little guilty about screwing two of his clients in the ass.but she does not have 
Steve, the aforementioned (hardly) chicken feels "uncomfort- the strength to stand 


able" and sees prostitution as dirty and subservient and on her own -her rib 
would never go back. But he doesn't look like he's missed cage is all bones- so 
too many meals. a nurse in a 

Vic, on the other hand, enjoys his outsider status. So conventional white 
much so that he produces a 'zine about it and says he now uniform holds her up 
produces more art, possesses more confidence and, at almost by force; the pain on 
30 years old, is "still growing up". Franco also has no the girl's face is 
regrets and sees it as "one of if not the most rewarding horrible. The photo- 


things I've done -and not just from a financial aspect." He' Sgraph itself is Nazi, 
learned more about the human condition that he would've in child pornography: -no 
School, he adds. And Rafael, a somewhat lonely bear, says he breasts, no hips, not 
only gets about two clients a month but it pays for the ad. enough food for that, 
-Filmmaker Matthew Link's bias is clear, at least in gay no paint or makeup, 


circles. He even thanks the fivé participants in the end just a naked body and 
credits for their "courage". And his pleasant documentary pure suffering; child 
shot on video is another gay affirmation; another typical pornography for real 
hour or so spent reviewing the information one already sadists, those who do 
Knows. not want their 


Locale aside, the same can be said of Wiktor Grodecki's victims to smile. And 
NOT ANGELS BUT ANGELS -a documentary on. young male whores there is a photo of 
from Prague. But maybe with more of the bent the rough trade an eight-year-old 


crowd longs for. The boys here range from 14 to 19 and boy, also 'mentally 


nests. Skinny. 

And, in charming equanimity, let's say all we want to do 
is look. And that's all it means. Until we've seen just a 
little too much and then we can discuss aesthetics and 
structure and the implications of supporting an underground 
that directly, hopefully, rapes and destroys. 

Much has been made about the supposed objective style of 
Adi Sideman's documentary on NAMBLA: CHICKENHAWK.  Contro- 
versy was caused in all the obvious circles by Mr. Sideman's 
lack of moral posturing, or at least his reluctance to come 
out on a specific side. At the same time Sideman has been 
able to bask in the favor of mock renegade film fans (read: 
nerds) because of his comfortable fence sitting. Typically, 
FILM THREAT VIDEO GUIDE says: "Whatever your feelings are 


dread under the cum, 
or the hatred and 
regret under the cum, 
or the scars left by 
dad and mom laughing 
and ignoring and 
drinking and beating 
and fucking under the 
cum. The fact is she 
had very little to 
offer anyone, espe=. 
cially herself, in 
life or death. 

The lengthy article 


regarding the content of this film and its lack of subjectivein CELEBRITY SKIN 


opinion towards a sick subject, it should be seen for its 
boldness, intelligence and controversy." But, of course, it 
would be unfair to review a film for what it is not -such as 
an opportunity for someone with rare access to reach in and 
pull out a new sense, or even a real feel, for the subject 
regardless of prejudice or moral pose -instead of what it is 
that runs across the screen in front of your face. Appar- 
ently, FILM.THREAT's Dominic Griffin knows that NAMBLA 
members are "sick" and Adi's genius is in merely being there 
to turn on the camera and develop the film. 

But it is also true that the best.sort of documentary is 
that type that does just turn on the camera and point. Of 
course, subjectivity is impossible to deny when the genius 
of the filmmaker is evident in his knowing where and when to 
point. The NYU and PC crowds that are upset over Adi's 
refusal to come down on one specific side are arguing over 
degrees. Rest assured Adi, the NYUs and the FILM THREAT 
poseurs are all in complete agreement over what angle is 
depicted in CHICKENHAWK. 

Which unfortunately makes it sound like CHICKENHAWK 
would be a better (more entertaining, more honest) film if 
Adi was seen to be more sympathetic to NAMBLA. This is not 
true. Most of the men interviewed here are going to be seen 
as silly and thin and guarded as their cause. Because that 
particular cause stinks of phoniness, desperation and 
concealed rage. And, of course, since NAMBLA chooses to 
defend itself by mimicking the very same old moral poses of 
utopian and altruistic concern as that of their detractors, 
their politics are never more than embarrassing transparen- 
cies. The ultimate failure of CHICKENHAWK isn't in its 
reasoning, or faux objectivity, but rather in its timidity. 
Adi keeps everyone at arms length and plays for easy camp 
rather than sense -at no time does one get the feeling that 


the people interviewed, on both sides of NAMBLA's playground, 


are more than cartoons. And cartoons that everyone in the 
theatre, pedophiles and annoying media students nee hipsters 
alike, have seen over and over again. 

We hear Renato Corazzo's answering machine reeling off 
.insults and death damage threats. We see Tom McDonough's 
lusty sort of anti-rage and Leyland Stevenson's smarmy 
deconstructions of small daily encounters with kids. And 
that's all you get. The typical nods and shudders, knee- 
slaps and back-pats amid loud coffee talk at late night Thai 
restaurants are thus guaranteed. | 

Sideman wants to be a fly on the wall. But he doesn't 
want to be one that gets his legs dirty by actually landing 
in shit, or one that risks getting swatted by at least 


(FALLEN ANGEL by Jeff 
Jones with Marc 
Medoff) at least has 
the poor taste to 
print photos of her 
dad holding her ashes 
alongside actual shots 
of Savannah's never- 
mailed but drug 
scrawled two page 
letter to her dad; 
ROLLING STONE only 
quoted enough to 
tease: "Where were you. 
when I started doing 
porno movies because 
I had no other way to 
survive? Where were 
you when I started 
doing heroin to deal 
with all the pain that 
those movies caused? 
You are so fucked...I 
will never forgive 
you, Do not ever con- 
tact me again. I HATE 
YOU!" The editors of 
CELEBRITY SKIN also 
know you would like to 
see the coroner's 
report and "Dried 
blood and brain matter 
found on the floor of 
Savannah's garage days. 
after her suicide." 
Hardly the stuff 
trauma queens are made 
of. Hardly even the 
stuff porno queens are 
made of. 

There's a lovely 
moment in GANG BANG 


‘BITCHES II (directed 


by Wes Brown, Ream-o-. 
Rama productions) when 


one fat Sally Layd 
prepares herself for 


knowing what his fucking purpose is. There is no such thing a dog-style romp and 


as an unobtrusive camera team. And to let the subjects thus careens her ugly 
answer the same old answers they've been drooling for the ass up in the air 

last thousand years is simple stupidity. All the lust and towards the camera. A 
anger and hurt and pain and damage and rotten little mother few long dicks are 

fag stories that are contained in a subject as loaded as background being 
kneeling down before a young boy's just budding erection and pushed into her sloppy 
sucking it (and wanting more) is nowhere to be found in whore's face and 


CHICKENHAWK. Nor are the answers (or even the questions) a$ naturally (sort of), 
to why someone would be so dedicated to following (or heal- her silicone dugs 


ing, hurting, trading with) these dirty old men. are allowed to hang in 
John N. Smith's THE BOYS OF ST. VINCENT has also been mid-air and flap that 
lauded for its objectivity. And, once again, it is clear hard basketball way 


where Mr. Smith stands on the subject of boy fucking. But fake dugs do. What's 
THE BOYS OF ST. VINCENT has gained most of its praise due to most interesting about 


its sympathy towards its characters and its lack of moral this scene is just 
psturing around the acts: ft seems Mr. Smith's intention was that Ms. Layd's 

to highlight the human element in giving oneself over to surgery scars -under- 
acts of abuse, which is to say that in this fictionalized neath those stretched 
account of sexual molestation of orphans by catholic out teat balloons- 
brothers at the St. Vincent home for boys, the acts are are extremely defined. 


understood to be damaging and brutal; the motives understood And though it is a 
to be base and desperate; and the repercussions on absolutelycommon enough occur- 


everyone involved (from abuser to abused to family to ence in pornography 
community) understood to be psychologically destroying. these days to exhibit 
There's two parts to Smith's film. The first part - | these scars, rarely 
focuses on the machinations of the brothers and the struggle are they as bright red 
against their power by the poor boys. The second part is and flagrantly thick 
approached as 15 years later when the brothers can finally as this beast's deep 
be brought to trial for their crimes. Sadly, it is the and jagged slash and 
second part of the epic that contains, as one would expect, stuff wounds. 
the annoying Freudian backlashes of what evil a man's dick The new issue of 
in the wrong tiny hole can bring. It is this part that gives MS. (volume 5, number 
the entirety óf Smith's work its thrust: The boys have 3) features an article 
struggled all these years with their memories and have all on a gang rape. But 
the requisite scars and problems (seen most succinctly in rather unlike those 
the emotional autism that finally gives way to pained tedious porn trysts 
cathartic heroics of the movie's main victim, and also in with their gallons of 
the drug addicted male prostitute whose confusion finally cum and yards of 
ends in an alley overdose). And it is this part that most tongue and sad 
accurately reflects the funding of the film as coming from imaginations, the sex 
Canadian Television. Worst of all, it is this part that scene Krista Absalon 
‘Steals any thunder that the first part may have had. Where performed is more in 
the priests gave into their urges with a real degree of keeping with the 


anguish, and the futility of their mission to serve man and original definition. 
god was seen as pathetic and impossible rather than simply Krista was blind 


manipulative or evil. drunk sprawled out on 
But this is fiction. Just as reality is in these weighty a bathroom floor of à 
days of pop-psych; where the word "love" has become a bar in Gouverneur, NY 


philosophic concept with muscle, and faith and understanding when five bar patrons 
are buzzwords that explain and rectify misfitism and fear. decided to use her 
But as 95 minutes of dark cheap personalized fiction, a female holes as an 
Specific part of THE BOYS' audience may feel shortchanged adjunct to their 

in dealing with metaphor, verisimilitude and character/plot evening of good 
alignment when what is actually depicted is living breathing friends and good 
thinking children being put through motions as devious and times. However, 


dirty as the possibilities suggest. The shower scenes and Krista's tale follows 
the punchy little bottoms, the hand jobs under the covers her heroic efforts to 
and the look on their faces when such graphic language pours battle small town 
out of ten year old boy mouths. gossip and politics 


Beyond these rather philistine motives lies the fantasy rather than the 


and the explanation. And as flimsy excuses, the work of John disastrous effects of 
N. Smith and co-writers Des Walsh and Sam Grana delivers on waking up the next 
most counts. In a sense, the two parts concoct the ultimate day, not knowing what 
‘sex scene: part one ably covers the viciousness and frailty happened at all, but 
of lust as well as the pain and loss of the victim; part two finding out weeks 
allows the fantasy to spread out into a lifestyle of damage later that you were 


where the victims continue to suffer and the perpetrators fucked. Alot. 

are forced to consider the enormity of their weaknesses (or Natalia Rachel 

sloppiness) in a metaphysical and pragmatic context. Singer's article on 
The main character, brother Peter Lavin (played by Henry Krista and her family 

Czerny), takes on the cutest boy in the orphanage and is and new found feminist 


made to pay for his transgressions. And it is Peter's wife friends seems to leave 
that delivers the popular truths, Oliver Stone style, in an out alot of details. 
angry rant and rave climax: And details, regard- 
"That's not loving, that's hurting!" less of personal 
And thus the filmmakers and TV channel and sweaty audience  .perversion or 
wash their hands of the implications, frisson and "sickness" intellectual bent, are 
Which is ironic given that the first part pulled apart the what matters most. 


idea of god just as much as it did the catholic denial of Just ask Andrea 
the humans that make up its churches. Dworkin. Ms. Dworkin 
There's an ugly little bar in Chicago where you can get also features in the 
a youngish boy in the bathroom for just a little money. A new issue of MS. Her 
bit further away, Still in the same neighborhood, you can article is about a 


proffer an even younger one a blow job in a dark corner of visit to the UNITED 

an alley. The younger they are, the better your chance of STATES HOLOCAUST 

being asked for a little extra money, a meal and the promise MEMORIAL MUSEUM in 

of an all night stay. Washington DC. And her 
Which means you can fuck them. ‘intense dissatisfac- 
Membership in financial terms means next to nothing. On tion with the manner 

your kneees, in the hard concrete dirt and pin hole darkness,in which all women 


while your hands move frantically, uncomfortably from are represented in the 
steadying to groping, membership is forever yours bought by three floors of 

the hustler's friends who stand watch. They threaten by torture and extermi- 
protecting their friend. They threaten by their flimsy nation facts, photos 


concern and capitalism and desperation. And the chance of a and relics. 
Sadistic thrill, vent-explosion or drug rage is what you try "I want the suffering 


to think about and forget all at the same time. Your eyes and endurance of 
flutter off the harsh white DISCHARGE logo scrawl you keep women -Jewish or not 
pushing up to his neck and shoulders to rub his flat Jewish, in Auschwitz 
rubbery stomach and pinch a so small nipple. or Ravensbruck, 


Maybe he'll cum tonight. At home. Maybe while you pull Bergen-Belsen or 
him off. While you dig and pump and yearn and scarf. He got Dachau, Majdanek or 


hard quick. Straight up and beating and warm and now so - Sobibor -reckoned with 
slippery and smelly on your wet rat lips and tongue. and honored: remember- 

And for very little money. Because, again, that's not ed. I want the rapes 
what it costs. On either side. documented, the 


In Rome, just near the Coliseum, one can buy any sort of brothels delineated, 
child body to suit one's taste. More sensibly, one can sit the summary murders 
near the tourists and watch in full light of day any number of pregnant women 
of young -very young- boys and girls trying to hone their discussed. I want the 
sloppy yet.smiley theft techniques. A little girl raises her medical experiments 
oversized long dirty T-shirt almost completely off her head -excision of genitals, 
to expose pert firm fat brown nipples and distract the cops injections into the 


and tourists from frisking her barely teenage boyfriend. uterus- explained, 
"I don't have it" she shrieks and yelps in English, while exposed. I want the 
the wallet is passed quickly, clumsily, carelessly around to humiliation rituals 
the other children. -forced nakedness, 

In CHICKENHAWK some of the NAMBLA members talk about cutting and shaving of 


their jail time. And their public versus private outlook on hair, punishments of 

child pornography. And on their concern for a child's welfarchundreds or thousands 
In VIOLENCE AGAINST LESBIANS AND GAY MEN (Gary David of women standing 

Comstock, Columbia University Press, 1991), the author naked in the cold for 


ATTENTION 


SEXUAL ORIENTED 
MATERIAL ENCLOSED. 


PLEASE DISCARD IF 
NOT REQUESTED. 


NOT FOR SALE 
TO MINORS. 


PARASITE 


You like that don't you? You like that don't you. 

You cheap prostitute. You cheap slag. You cheap fucking 
whore. 

William's right in front of this girl who's sat politely 
in her chair. William had to literally plow through the row 
to get to her. This being what looks like an old movie 
theatre -a nice place, plush seats fixed to the floor, a high 
proper stage and pro lights, etc. So the girl just sits there 
and stares at him. She may not know English but she, no 
question, understands William now. He grabs her breast. 
Again. Hard. And leans into her face. 

Her boyfriend does nothing. William looks over at him and 
smiles. 

She likes that doesn't she? 

The boyfriend nods yes. 

Later Philip will tear through the Parisian sheep doing 
the exact same thing. And as soon as someone disagrees with 
him, there's an entire pool of Irish thug launched to his 
side. 

And in Newcastle, William ended up singing Right To Kill 
to me, David Tibet and the thug 'cause the entire audience 
left. After the would-be-defender of the object of Wiliiam's 
affection objected with a hard punch to William's face. Only 
to be pounced on by the smiling thug and systematically 
crushed. The girl, the object, got slapped when she told 
William to fuck off. 'Cause William was, once again, in her 
face. As was Philip and Kevin. And she thought she was up to 
it 'cause she sat in the front row. 

In Chicago, some lunatic cunt bolted on the stage, 
shrieking and screaming about Women's rights, and was 
similarly dispatched. 

In Kansas, a crowd of misfits attacked the stage and 
pulled the tables underneath the Wasps apart. 

Fights in front of the band in Paris spilled onto the 
Stage. In Detroit, an armed guard had to be hired to police 
the audience and protect the band. Whitehouse performed with 
this cop walking back and forth in the moat between band and 
crowd. 

And most recently, in Tokyo, the table beneath one of the 
Nasps ended up being dragged off the stage and pounded on by 
aver enthusiastic kill-eyed kids. 

There's just always going to be someone who doesn't get 
the point. 

If the mewlings of Jeffrey Dahmer's father are to be 
believed, Jeffrey was worth as much as his victims at the 
time of his death. The ubiquitous Lionel Dahmer featured on 
dard Copy, Current Affair and Rolanda just days after the. 
nurder of his son has been barking off the importance of his 
son's acceptance and baptism into the church of christ. 

Jeffrey's mother, the just back from the brink of suicide 
Joyce Flint, has been a bit more entertaining: 

"Now is everybody happy? Now that he's bludgeoned to 


STILL GOING STRONG 
is available through 
Impulse Publications 
at 41 Quarrendon Rd, 
Amersham, Bucks, HP7 
9EF, England. Origi- 
nally published as a 
numbered edition of 
350, the first edition 
included a cassette of 
total idiots doing 
cover versions of 
Whitehouse songs. The 
second edition (also 
limited to 350) is 
preferable due to the 
absence of the 
cassette. The first 
book to be published 
on Whitehouse was a 
massive tome that 
attempted to collect 
all available inter- 
views, reviews and 
live action flyers 
along with full re- 
prints of every issue 
of The Come 
Organisation magazine 
KATA. Privately 
published by Strength 
Through Joy Produc- 
tions in 1986, edited 
by John Hubbard and 
titled BIRTH/DEATH, 
this 350 page bible 
is long out of print 
and currently commands 
a high price on the 
collectors' market. 

Susan Lawly, like 
Come Organisation, 
a long history of 
making available to 
the dedicated fan, 
cassette recordings 
of every live action 
ever performed by 
Whitehouse. These 
items, along with t- 
shirts, badges, etc. 
are only available 


has 


death, is that good enough for everyone?" 
(as reported inJeffrey's cover story in the December 12, 
issue of People) 

Unfortunately, the vocal family members of Jeffrey's 
victims have been a disappointment. An ugly coterie of them 
have also been making the talk show and news rounds in the 
wake of Jeffrey's bloody bashing. And, of course, everyone 
wants to talk to the blank pig nigger that screeched ghetto 
sludge "Motherfucker" during Jeffrey's trial, so Rita Isbel 
has been afforded all sorts of quick press. And while she and 
her new found friends in trade make noise about the rights to 
Jeffrey's auctionable possessions, the pity they look for is 
sadly easy and empty. The stunted eyelíds, greasy deep craggy 
scowls and slanted 1ow foreheads all pretend to care about 
their missing sons and brothers and cousins. The thick liver 
lips and yellow teeth of walking zombie dogs slide off rusted 
Crack pipe sucking tongues and mimic emotions barely under- 
stood. They talk of the pain that loved ones go through and 
the pain that they live on with. But the desired effect just 
is not there. These animals didn't care about their kind. 
These are vultures. in loose fitting white mother masks. And 
the few that do suffer, did care, are drowned out by the 
cackle and caw of those fat and greedy bullies whose pea- 
brained survival ingtincts are set to ghetto style. In short, 
the entertainment value is remarkably similar to sitting in a 
movie theatre in Chicago where a small group of spillage from 
the projects loudly proclaims their nigger-dom. Funny and 
charming in the way the animals react to their white sur- 
roundings with hatred that shows only how sad and silly they 
are, but quickly irritates as they won't shut up. So you go 
get the usher, or ignore them. 

Donahue did a special as well. 

Some people just don't get the point. Some are simply 
mistaken. While others don't know what they're dealing with. 
Like telling a group of women all sat in a circle of folding 
chairs in the middle of a cold school room at night: you're 
survivors not victims. 

Like in the new issue of VOX (January 1995) that sells 
itself with a blood spattered Quentin Tarantino cover and a 
promise for "Ultraviolence in music and the movies". Inside, 
one finds most of the hawking is for the shit film Natural 
Born Killers (just released in Britain) and a bit on the 
equally shit film Pulp Fiction. Here's another chance for a 
rundown of serial killer movies (featuring more shit like 
Henry and Manhunter) and moronic rock stars who've incorpo- 
rated murder into their cheap personality parades. Ax1 Rose 
and Perry Farrell are niggers in the theatre. As is Henry 
Rollins. The only point of interest is the brilliant Manic 
Street Preachers,whose Nicky Wire gets it all confused: 

"These days, if you're in a band you're expected to be 
incredibly right on. But unfortunately I come from a real 
olace and I'm not divorced from reality and to a lot of 
grdinary people it is horrendous that a rapist can be fined 
>500, and I feel the same way. It's got nothing to do with 
seing a fucking Tory, it's just how a lot of people feel. The 
zult of the serial killer has got to such proportions where 
:hey are made into heroes for people to live vicariously 
-hrough that we wanted to say something directly against it. 
"here's nothing good in them. That Therapy? line, "I know how 
'effrey Dahmer feels..." Do you really? I find it distaste- 
"ul." 

Sometimes you gotta work at it. Sometimes what the mouth 

S Saying is not what the brain is telling and the lies that 
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directly through the 
labels. The full 
length records and 
compact discs are 
distributed through 
the usual channels 
whenever possible 
-Whitehouse have a 
history of problems 
with the so-called 
underground or 
alternative distribu- 
tors often refusing to 
carry their work. And 
in some cases, like 
Rough Trade UK with 
Come Organisation and 
more recently, Cargo 
US with Susan Lawly, 
refusing to sell the 
Whitebouse material 
was not enough. Both 
neo-hippy organiza- 
tions and their 
remarkably similar 
right-on protected 
mama's boys actively 
campaigned against the 
band, doing their 
best to shut down 
other areas of 
distribution as well 
as local live actions. 

The new releases; 
EXTREME MUSIC FROM 
JAPAN (sicd008), 
TOTAL SEX (slcd009) 
and the eponymous 
Sutcliffe Jugend 
compilation (slcd010) 
are available through 
Susan Lawly at p.o. 
box 914, Edinburgh, 
Scotland, EH17 8BF. 
Susan Lawly also 
publishes a Whitehouse 
newsletter. The CD 
single of DICTATOR is 
only available to 
members of the Japan- 
ese fan club 
("Fanatics"); further 
information can be 
obtained through 
Susan Lawly. 

A quick cast over 
the Whitehouse disco- 
graphy will tell you 
that they're the only 
band you'll ever need: 
ON TOP. ULTRASADISM. 


SHITFUN. DEDICATED TO 
PETER KURTEN. INCEST 


violent sex then it's obvious our music will be a turn-on for them. 

I'm not talking about the sort of violence that the police commit e.g. when 
they pick someone off the street, beat him up and lock him up. The sort of violence 
I'm talking about is personal, intimate violence that satisfies lust." 

As entertaining as the circus that surrounds each Whitehouse action is, the 
real muscle of the band is simply in their releases. And the latest crop of 
plastic bullets from their label, Susan Lawly, are fortuitous examples of the 
band's wide range of predilections and interests. 

First off, comes the re-release on cd of their second album TOTAL SEX. That 
the release is over ten years old and still sounds more brutal than any band's 
work on the market today is a sad and enlightening fact. That the record displays 
a completely different side of William's tastes than his current concerns and 
Still explodes with the same thrills it did as when it was first released is an 
even more exciting fact. | 

Second comes the first proper release of Sutcliffe Jugend aside from the 
cassettes that Whitehouse's first label, Come Organisation, made available years 
and years ago. À 75 minute VFM compact disc of Kevin Tomkin's best moments -some 
never before released in any form- point to Kevin's nascent genius before his 
role as perfect foil and collaborator to William's super trio formation (along 
with Consumer Electronics' rabid Philip Best) of Whitehouse circa 1984. Songs 
like PLEASURE CORPSE,. WOMBAPHILIA and SLOW TORTURE serve exactly what they 
promise. No posturing. No games or oblique messages. Nothing extra. 

Then there's the EXTREME MUSIC FROM JAPAN compilation. Japan has recently 
spawned a bastion of healthy violent eruptions from the youth there. Focused 
mainly on ear-splitting agression and obsessively loud attacks of pure noise. 

And while worthless used art students like Thurston Moore tried to take credit 
for being these bands' primary influence, there is only one comparison. And one 
all of the Japanese bands admit to with glee: Whitehouse. 

But fans of this noise, like Thurston and even more irritating blobs like Bill 
Laswell and the jazz/punk fanzine dork parade may have been quick to accept these 
noise workers due to their quirky western parodies and general lack of content. 
Leave it to William Bennett then to add the content and turn most of the every- 
day violence into something much more personal and exacting. William commissioned 
French artist Romain Slocombe to come up with examples of his incredible 
paintings and photos of Asian women inbetween bondage and hospital, all heavily 
fetishized and cold, and packaged it alongside the aural blasts of loud freaks 
Masonna, Merzbow, Gerogerigegege and others. Some of these artists are aware of 
their work in greater planes (like the three already mentioned) while others 
seem uninterested or reactionary. Either way the grand effect of the compilation, 
due to William's sense of purpose and style, becomes less a collection and more 
a concentrated rape. 

And finally comes the latest Whitehouse release. À cd single, available only 
in Japan aS a very limited edition, of.a brand new version of DICTATOR -a track 
off their latest lp: HALOGEN. This version being a perfect example (not that. 
you're looking for examples) of Whitehouse increasing the pressure, increasing 
the violence and brutality. Produced, like HALOGEN, by Steve Albini and William 
Bennett, this second version is completely different than the first. Another 
assault from a group that proves "Twice Is Not Enough" and never the same as it 
was the first time around. 

Music is forever cheap. Because the losers who make it, sell it and appreciate 
it have cheap minds and cheap tastes. Whitehouse do something much more important, 
and real, than just music, ironically because the cheapists just do not get it. 
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tainment, or sadism, or man's inhumanity or hypocrisy, or sexual mores, morals or 
meanings. That erudite concerns and statements can be extracted from their work 
is in the motivations (however justified) of their fans. Whitehouse's concerns 
are their understanding of their tastes. And the band stands alone in their 
ability to apply these tastes without exploiting or mimicking them. Whitehouse 
remain as pure as their impulses. But their history and their reputation seems to 
be fostered largely by those who misunderstand it. 

In the introduction to STILL GOING STRONG (the second book to be published on 
Whitehouse) editor Mark Crumby writes: 

"For well over ten years now, the music and philosophy of Whitehouse, and 
William Bennett in particular has fascinated (and also upset) a great many people. 
Listeners either form the point of view that they are repulsive, fascist, violent 
and sexist individuals who create unlistenable, unpleasant music, or that they are 
just people with a strong interest in trying to open people's minds and to expand 
their ideas and acceptance of sex, violence and other taboo subjects." 

He goes on to say that in the space between now and the time Whitehouse started, 
a more generalized acceptance of violence has crept into all forms of the media 
and that new rap acts like Ice T and 2 Live Crew have lyrics that "could put 
Whitehouse to shame". Mr. Crumby is wrong. But primarily in his understanding of 
violence, not necessarily in his understanding of Whitehouse. 2 Live Crew and Ice 
T, just like the lyrics of most death metal bands or shlock industrial vampire 
poseurs, speak about a very different brand of violence or sadism or sexuality 
than Whitehouse. Whitehouse with its myriad tastes and subjects and references 
are nonetheless impeccably specific. 2 Live Crew and Ice T and the other debris 
who are casually seen to be "violent" are merely part of a shotgun effect that 
pantomines political or social outrage or natural ghetto selection. Angry 
reactionaries maybe; legitimized only by their easily commodified victimization. 
Crumby's appreciation of Whitehouse as taboo breakers or cultural batterers is 
justified, but his idea that those aspects of Whitehouse's personality are more 
important than, say other more salient if not prurient aspects, says more about 
Mr. Crumby's motivations than Whitehouse's. 

Given the impressive breadth of STILL GOING STRONG it is indeed amazing that 
so much still seems cloudy about Whitehouse. But this is testament to the band's 
unique and far-reaching importance. William Bennett is blindingly succinct and 
honest in his interviews. His fans, apologists and antagonists are far less so. 
In fact, anyone who is concerned over a sad attempt at objectivity on my part, 
having been a member of the band for quite some time (but a fan for much more), 
need only look to the astounding contradictions of those of us who have been 
involved peripherally over the years. To wit Glen Michael Wallis who would seem 
clueless and the nerdish ramblings of the henpecked Stefan Jaworzyn. 

STILL GOING STRONG seeks to chart the lusty path that Whitehouse has laid in 
its fourteen years of existence. Editor Crumby has elected to pore through the 
mountains of reviews and interviews amassed over Whitehouse's history and collated 
the more striking and loaded ones. And although the reviews are interesting, first 
due to the amusing degree of ire and moral speculation on the reviewer's parts, 
and second due to the rather incredible amount of misinformation; it's the 
interviews that prove most worthwhile. So rare is the group that delivers the 
goods on record and can back up that delivery with consistently fulfilled 
promises of more and better things in the future. 

"The Whitehouse music isn't trying to communicate anything as far as to people 
....What people get out of it is up to them. I play that sort of music because I 
enjoy that sort of music, it gives me great pleasure to perform live or do it in 
the studio or even to listen to the records. People may get a similar thing out of 
it, but there's no message. The only philosophy I follow regards to this is 
pleasure, there's no compromise and if people don't like it, then fine." 

And 

"This music isn't governed by whether the listener's violent or not. The most 
violent audience I've ever encountered were country fans in America, that really 
scared me. The Sex Pistols have the impression of brutality during their shows, but 
they were really peace-loving people who were seen all over London. It's certainly 
much more dangerous to go to a normal disco than to go to a punk concert. Our 
songs don't explicitly ask the listener to do anything. But if someone likes 


swim in rationale are even more exciting. Sometimes it's 
obvious, sometimes it's just not there: 
"Dear Peter, 

Enclosed for you is a demo tape of the type of material 
we do. Let me know what you think. We are a combination of 
sexual/violent themes blended with harsh sounds and humor." 

And 

"After a while he starts feeling short changed. Nothing 
takes it far enough, not to where he wants to go, which is as 
far away from his own reality as possible. 

So he has à brainstorm. How come he don't do it himself? 
Why not come up with something so decidedly different, 
something so sensational it truly takes you away? He comes up 
with a freakshow documentary for the less than hardy types 
who'd rather read about it than do it themselves." 
(Lydia Lunch, IN DEFENCE OF FILTH, published in the June 14, 
1984 NME) 

"See, uh, one of the reasons I even wanted to be in a 
band had to do with the fact that there were so many sucky 
boys making boring music that I completely didn't relate to 
at all. And, uh, you know, I was working at this rape relief/ 
domestic violence shelter called Safeplace (in Olympia,WA) 
and I was, like, learning more there than I probably ever 
had, and all this stuff was happening in my head and I was 
needing to turn my rage into something other than self- 
destruction and I thought maybe music would be a good way to 
get that out, like cheap therapy ...and, uh, also 
I was really frustrated cuz a lot of rocker chicks/punk girls 
that I knew, including me, had, like, pretty extensive 
histories in terms of dealing with male violence only very 
few of us were able to talk about it or reach out to our 
friends/communities for help. And so I was, like thinking 
that if I sang about some of this stuff that it might let 
certain girls (ladies, women) know that I was someone who was 
interested in "dealing", and that maybe in this way I could 
start passing on some of what I was learning at Safeplace." 
(Kathleen from Bikini Kill on her first band Viva Knieval, 
from a flyer in the BOY POISON 7" on Ultra Sound Records.) 

There are those that stand there in feet as filthy as 
yours but somehow think they're standing somewhere else 
entirely. The thoughts that cloud their minds and fuel their 
fingers are doing something rather different, as if intent is 
all that matters. 

Hopefully there is a difference. Someone is wrong. Which 
is why there are closets. And you've gotten used to that. 
Karen Finley's whoring all the same themes and, perhaps more 
importantly, words on her new cd A CERTAIN LEVEL OF DENIAL: 

"After she was raped she took all of her paintings and 
underwear and clothing and sheets and burned them. 

She burned them in a garbage can in an alley, somewhere 
between Lunt and Greenleaf streets near the train, so she 
could scream as the train passed. 

Please don't tell me that they are doing it to them- 
selves. That you are doing it to yourself. Burning and 
looting. 

You realize that the only way that America responds is 
through violence. Through violence." 

And there's a compilation FEAR OF LIVING on Pow Wow 
Records so you can hear her shrill baglady pitch: "HOW 'BOUT 


I SUCK YOUR DICK". And you know she hates it. 


Cheap. 
And damaged. Used. Truly fucking stepped on, in the best 


2. RAVENSBRUCK. 
PLEAZURE FUR FRAUEN. 
BLOODFUCKING. YOU 
DON'T HAVE TO SAY 
PLEASE. HUNGRY FOR 
PAIN. ANKLES & WRISTS. 
TWICE IS NOT ENOUGH. 
ASKING FOR IT. VULGAR. 

Or you can hunt and 
peck: 


"As they carried 
things out, Judy dis- 
covered a Polaroid of 
her sister, naked 
from the waist up, 
drinning at the 
camera. Her upper 
torso was literally 
covered with black- 
and-blue bruises. 
Judy quietly slipped 
the photograph into 
her purse. She decided 
to keep it forever to 
remind herself of the 
hell Nancy's life had 
become." . 

(KILLING SEASON, 
Carlton Smith, Onyx) 


"And so he unlocked 
us and he tied us up 
and put us in separ- 
ate rooms. And then 
he brought me into the 
Kitchen, he got a 
knife, and he stuck it 
up to my throat and 
he walked back to 
where Lynn was on the 
floor and he says 
‘Tell her not to try 
anything.' And I said, 
'Lynn, don't try 
anything. He's got a 
knife up to my throat' 
And then he says, 

'And I will kill her'. 

Then he brought me 
back to the room... 
had me tied down with 
my feet and my hands 
together behind me. 
And then he ripped 
my clothes off. Then 
he just picked me up 
by the arm and 
dragged me into 
another room and 
threw me on the bed. 

He put a gag in my 
mouth and a pillow- 


cases. And in the worst, artfully hidden, denied and thought- case or something over 


fully forgotten. 

"Violence against women", 
but doesn't finish. 

You can hear his mind stutter. The dim power light 
flickering desperately into a cold lonely grey. 

He looks down and even more quietly mutters again "Vio- 
lence against women." 

“Is what?" 

This has angered him. You're not in the position to be a 
smart ass. 

"Is illegal." 

"Where? In Toronto or Chicago?" 

"This is U.S. Customs, sir." 

Your mind reels into all that's safe and protected and 
legal. What you want and what you can have. What you can 
squeak by with and what you'll just have to do without. You 
remember the details of how you got what you think is 
suspicious; as if those anecdotes will help minimize the 
damage. And, for fuck's sake, if you really wanted something 
like what they're looking for, you wouldn't have settled for 
something as lame as that. 

You know, officer, there's a lovely scene in this movie 
I just saw. It's so Hollywood I'm more embarrassed about 
having to confess watching the movie than to any obnoxious 
peccadillo. But I'll cut to the quick: there's this fucking 
unbelievable scene where this little painted cunt is walking 
towards you -the camera- -me- on this pier. And she's about 
eleven or ten. Her character and her real person. I figure, 
'cause she's as flat as a board. 'Cept for these pinchy 
little hard nipples pushing straight up through her wet 
tight wonderful bathing suit. Pinkish red over her small 
tight frame and you can see that triangle -that patch- that 


bald or barely-there lump just above that sealed tighter than 


a well healed scar cunt. Cunt, you know? Mound of Venus? 


Better? Just there pushed right out and heavy and compact and 


childish and those baby nipples and -I don't go for that 
innocence bullshit- do you? Especially since the darling's 
part is to play a bitchy little camp brat. Mercedes McNab -I 
memorized her name as soon as I saw it in the end credits. 
Burnt a hole right through my eyes down my gut and out my 
piss hole all over my pause button you know? I mean, I hope 
to fuck she isn't innocent. Hollywood and a stage mom, or 
better yet, a stage dad. You gotta rent it. Makes the movie. 
You know that scene in STREETWISE when Tiny waves down a 


customer. Wave is, of course, the wrong word. She just barely 


wiggles her fingers as her arms are folded in front of her 
face. And she gives such a quick brutal cutting look as she 
keys in on the John. Not a look that hates. Unfortunately. 
But rather a look that says available. And actually: cheap. 
Nhen she gets in the car she puts her head down -you know, 
»ut of the way. How close is she to that old grey fuck's 
»ld cock and balls at that moment? How quick does that 
fucker's works get into her mind to replace the cops and 
vhatever weird street sense of propriety? How soon is she 
:asting and jerking and eating or hating and hurting and 
speeding or watching a finger slide in and out of her ugly 
stinking disease swimming fucked all open cunt? 

There's that other movie -also a favorite- though it's 


ijcer when they're documentaries like Tiny's entire fucking 
.ife. But a dear is made to strip off her seventh grader 


:lothes for a camera. It's about child pornography and the 


the fat dumb time waster starts 


my head. And he 
Started fooling around 
down there. And with 
my chest. And then he 
made me ...um... he 
made me suck his dick. 
And then ...um..and 
then he, he left me 
there and he says, 
'Don't try anything or 
I'll kill you'. He 
kept telling us that. 
Then he went into her 
(Lynn's) room and 
whatever happened I 
don't know. He went 
back and forth from 
me and Lynn and he 
made us do stuff to 
him. She said she 
couldn't breathe and 
he said 'Shut up'. 
You. know, or some- 
thing, and then he 
came back into my 
room ...Then he made 
me get (sic) oral 
sex and then he did 
the same to me and 
with his fingers... 
He made me do it 
again. And then he, I 
remember he told me 
that we'd be there for 
two or three days. 
That he was planning 
on keeping us there." 
(INNOCENT PREY, Bernie 
Ward, Pinnacle) 


"Straddling my 
chest, he jiggles his 
limp penis in the 
direction of my mouth. 
I am repulsed and 
tightly close my eyes, 
turn my head away and 
hope I will awaken 
any moment from this 
bad dream. I don't. 
His hips slide down 
lower on my body so 
that we are now face 
to face. The touch of 
his hand transports 
me back to reality, 
as he turns my face 
towards him. He bends 
over in an attempt to 
kiss me, but I manage 
to turn my head before 


actress just cries and frets and acts scared and TV hurt and 
attacked and all the rest of those schoolgirl psych-theories 
and pat answers. But it's the actress (either Dana Hill or 
Melinda Dillon, I suspect the latter) that wins the tissue 
that gets crumpled in one hand and flushed down the toilet. 
Makes you want to believe in method acting all the more. What 
did she learn. Or visualize. At least; park her fattish ass 
in front of an old European loop or two and think: suddenly, 
cock, mouth, no tits, no deep worn chewed up pit all covered 
in slime and need and sickness. She doesn't know whether or 
not to swallow. She doesn't know why the decision would be 
important; doesn't know what you're doing -either way- means 
at all. But, prayer upon prayer, she feels that moral decline 
and victim's status deep down in her only forming soul. 

There are those tender little moments where the littlest 
bit of action isn't a tease, or a frustrating glimpse into 
what could've been. Those short shots where time isn't 
important; where even the briefest bit is all you need to 
Celebrate everything. The reality lives on through even the 
most precious and guarded sight by filling your mind and 
being with breathing and churning fact. Truth. Not colored 
dots or actors playing at their craft and paychecks or E 
writers sleepwalking on an artism. Reality not removed or 
shared or voyeured but lived and living. Seething. 

Tiny can do whatever mundane things she has to do. Ms 
Ann West can as well. Malcolm McDowell can not. Drew Barry- 
more can not. Linda Lovelace can. Peter Sutcliffe can find 
god and his girlfriend's got a brand new set of saline tits, 
Dahmer only finds god. There are good victims and innocent 
victims; there are tools and those that still manage. 

Then there are those that glide through the years never 
to put a foot wrong. Or at least, regardless of what outside 
forces act against its drive, to remain forever pure. 

Chuck Traynor is again featured in the latest issue of 
CELEBRITY SLEUTH (vol.8, no.l) in a four page tribute to 
Linda's stomach scars. Color reprints of the photos first 
published in HUSTLER in black & white, one shouldn't pass up 
the chance to see Linda's hippy smile and Chuck's cock 
together in the same shot, no matter what the connection. 

And Whitehouse. Whitehouse have the distinction of 
probably being the only music group that actually deserve to 
exist. And after more than fourteen years they still remain 
true to that weight. 

Because unlike the fucking pathetic little faggots who 
strap on guitars or FX pedals or attitudes and pretend to 
Say anything about something; Whitehouse alone embody their 
intentions. Whitehouse don't worry about making a statement. 
They don't concoct a scheme to enlighten or prove or high- 
light. And it is only due to the sick state of the market- 


place with its drippy apologists and reactionary art students 


that Whitehouse ends up standing alone; looking as if their 
independence, sheer bloody-mindedness and keen cutting focus 
are their raison d'etre. Whitehouse's absolute control of 
their work, their underground megalomania and taboo smashing 
philosophies exist because they have to. But they are by- 
products of their interests and tastes. Whitehouse know that 
the underground exists because of a natural separation and 
disinterest in the mainstream. Because of its precise and 
refined pursuits. 

Whitehouse don't seek to comment on the need for an 
alternative, just as they don't seek to comment ON enter- 


his lips can touch 
mine. Frustrated, he 
shifts his attention 
to my ear and begins 
licking the outer 
part in a slow, 
circular motion, then 
pushes his tongue 
inside. My stomach 
heaves and I staunchly 
fight the urge to 
vomit. It is the only 
control I seem to have 
over my body. 

He reaches down and 
I feel him insert two 
fingers inside my 
vagina, arrogantly 
commenting, 'You like 
it, baby, and you 
know it.' The nausea 
returns. He scoots 
further down my body. 
I cringe as he tries 
pushing his penis 
inside me. After much 
effort, he is still 
flaccid but achieves 
a Slight penetration. 
After a few minutes, 
he compiains that I 
am not moving around 
enough to please him 
and directs me to 
move my hips more. I 
try to move a little 
more to keep him from 
getting angry with me. 

Maybe to distract 
him; maybe to distract 
myself from what is 
taking place; I don't 
know why, but I begin 
talking to him. I tell 
him I am feeling faint 
from losing so much 
blood and complain 
my injured finger is 
throbbing with pain. 
He seems unconcerned 
and continues to 
attempt a full 
penetration." 
(STALKED, La Vonne 
Skalias, The Summit 
Group) 


Mary Vincent was 
the subject of a 
December edition of 
AMERICAN JOURNAL: 
"This isn't living, 
this is existing." 
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PATPONG SISTERS You just have to 
Cleo Odzer wait. Until Bobby 
(Blue Moon) Thompson and Jon 


Venables get old 
enough to write their 
autobiographies and 


DESIRE BY NUMBERS 
Nan Goldin & Klaus Kertess 


(Artspace) discuss their crime the 
CHARMER way you hope. Because 
Jack Olsen it is important to 


(Morrow) S LUTS know exactly what 


; , happened to little 
PROPERTY OF THE FOLSOM WOLF James' dick and how his 
Don Lasseter a 


foreskin was pulled 


(Pinnacie) Pack. 

Eyes wide open. Fixed on the nappy dirty knotted hard And you'll have to 
head bobbing and jerking in your lap. It's all dark and wait at least until 
shadows back here but your lurid mind works it all out Rose West's trial is 


motion picture perfect. Those slurping sounds help mask the over to find out why 
disgust you sense every now and again when it gets especial-all but one of the nine 
ly wet. And sloppy. One hand scratches your thigh and balls bodies found buried at 


with its thick broken and chewed fingernails like it's 25 Cromwell Street had 
supposed to help you cum or distract you from the other handtheir fingers and toes 
near your wisely empty pocket. cut off, now that Fred 
Move to see her creviced beaten face and she'11 react West has hung himself. 
angrily. Her focus is all in her rhythm and licking and Last month Myra 


nipping won't help at all. That hand will squeeze and pull Hindley talked to 
the thing right out of its base if you don't happen quicker Leslie White of The 


and nothing's built that strong. She'll think having you Sunday Times (London) 
stare at her mauled and saggy dugs and worn out chest will just before she found 
be a treat, her motherly tongue wiggle and full-on stare out that she'll never 
while she slurs that'sitbabycomeonbaby will get her out be allowed to leave 


quicker. Skinny pointy fingers. Stretched out thick throat prison. Myra's not 
with slick greasy blotches and bumps and knots along that giving up anything 
oily brown shit skin. Thick lips barely sliding against a spectacularly new but 
hard cock that centers in and out to the back of her empty the picture does get 
head like a big soundless tunnel. Dry inside and damaged. clearer and brighter 
And lost and worthless. all the time: 

If you put your cock inside her cunt you'd have to stare "I didn't know the 
at her again. Read her crack deformed brain through her TV tape was there, really 
face and ghetto features. Where she was brought up like you I didn't, the first I 
never were. And maybe that rubber would feel too tight roundknew about it was at 
your cock and her insides -her rotting liquor soaked womb the trial. I went into 
and leathery quim- would be wasted by the pinching latex the bedroom and he was 
sterility. Too foreign and removed and what you want is to trying to take her coat 
spear the cunt into pain and reaction -about her place here-off and she was saying, 


and a condom only means you need a hole to help you spew no, I want to go home, 
like a weak scrounging dog. Or maybe not pain. And certainlyplease don't hurt me, 
not confrontation. No cops. No fights. No pimps. No loud and struggling with 
arguments. Pay her more than she asked for. Become a regu- him...I walked out." 
lar. Become safer. Become like those dogs. and 


What you want is different than what you need. What you "It all started with 


want isn't her acknowledgment, pain and explanations and thePauline. She was the 
Sally Jesse Raphael Show. What you want is to see a screw- first. I saw her in the 
driver rammed into that hollow head and throat where your Street and I said to 
sock is. Both hands clamped tight around its heavy red and her, ‘I've lost my 
white handle and above her gaping empty stinking dank mouth.gloves up on the moor, 
der tonsils. Her hard cracked dirty yellow teeth smashing will you come and help 
and breaking from the back of her bloody gums when you slam me look for them.' So 
the screwdriver back out again. Jamming it right back into we went up there to- 
the roof of her mouth, ripping it down into that fat pink gether and he followed 
zongue like a dead cow getting stuck again and again. us. 

Smashing those fucking cutting teeth with the hard metal and "I knew her, I went 
slastic handle and your fist and finally with your boot as to work with her mother 
you stomp and grind and destroy her nigger whore face, all and on my way back fror 


»loodied and ripped and torn and pained with your heel. the moor I walked past 
Sutcliffe. them as they were 
That hammer deep into her head and that screwdriver torngoing out to search for 
into that ugly cunt and across and up her beastiy dead Pauline." 

»reasts. i And of Brady, who now 
It's not because they're whores. It's not because says Hindley was the 
shey're there and easy. Or because they sell their vaginas one to strangle Leslie: 

and faces like cheap mindless adjuncts to your pathetic "He couldn't bear 


animal needs and uncontrollable lusts. Not because they're that I had replaced hin 
ill niggers. Not because they're all women. Even the ones as my god and he saw 


vith dicks. Not because they're for sale. my. faith as a terrible 
Someday, someone is going to kill a perfect girl. One betrayal of his 

shat doesn't sell her head to fuck, her stretched-out atheism. His letters 

savernous cunt and swollen asshole. had become more and 
Doesn't sell it for money. more insulting... he 
For crack. For heroin. For alcohol. For her needy wrote asking me what 

screeching diaperless baby. For influence. For fun. For colour hair shirt I 

ittention. For the images of her fat assed father squatting was wearing." 

iis bulk next to her on her teenage bed and running those But rare is the jail- 


airy paws under the sheets while she slept. And when she house interview that 
jraduated into keeping one eye open seeing that dark hulk proves worth the wait 
stretching and pulling at his greasy hard dick inches from or trouble. While the 
1er face while he stared and clutched and squeezed her firm so-called underground 
jutting tits with her mother's fat pink nipples and clean press explodes with 
intouched areolas. Moved his hand down to that soft hair excitement over their 
ind slipped his fingers down underneath to feel that tight newly discovered access 
isshole, pisshole, wombhole. Here suck it this time. Don't to lonely and bored 
;ell your mom. Oh fuck what am I doing. You're old enough waste cases, the sad 
iow. Shut your fucking mouth. Open your mouth. Shut the truth that those cheap 
‘uck up. Suck it you bitch. You fucking cunt. Grabbing thosemoralists and thought- 
its and petting that patch. Cumming on her fresh face and less pedants of the 
nto that crying hurting hating hole and clean sleepy teeth.regular and established 
"Sex with Samuel is always... pleasant, never a chore. publishing houses and 
‘o date, he's the best nipple sucker I've ever encountered, broadcasting agencies 


nd the only person ever to give me nipple orgasms. He will remain the only 
dores big breasts, which is possibly the main reason he's ones to impart worth- 
‘ept coming for seventeen years (pun intended). He's not while information (no 
nterested in my pussy at all, or any sexual variety. matter how hard you 


henever I try anything the least bit out of the ordinary, have to dig for it) 

e insists he's "just a meat and potatoes man". He doesn't becomes, frustratingly, 
ant anything fancy, just a regular ole B.J. I have to ad- more obvious. 

ut, it's nice not having to be creative to keep him coming G.J. Schaefer's rants 


ack. I do try to make the blow- job last, though." may be shining examples 

ANNIE SPRINKLE POST PORN MODERNIST, Annie Sprinkle, Art of tense prison art- 

nlimited, 1991) masturbatory, violent, 
For comfort. For fear. For loneliness. self-aggrandizing sex 
Maybe a cunt that doesn't know the difference, fantasies and manias. 


She'll be daddy's most precious girl. Not at all like Which are nice. But a 


eagled diagonally across the four-poster bed, heels about three feet apart. One 
arm rested on a blue pillow. Her hairdo looked recent; her long nails were 
neatly manicured; her toenails bore an iridescent purplish polish. Part of her 
brain seeped out. Her mouth was stuffed with a white plastic vibrator. Under her 
left forearm was a hardbound copy of MORE JOY OF SEX: A LOVEMAKING COMPANION TO 
THE JOY OF SEX. 

"Her body had been violated from her scalp to the soles of her feet with 
small, neat stab wounds, some not much deeper than nicks. (...) they appeared to 
have been made after death in a practice known as piquerism, an uncommon necro- 
philic perversion." 

Nevertheless the story is there. And there is a dedication to p material 
over the typical formula of quick interviews and court reviews that make up most 
true crime rags these days. Case in point: PROPERTY OF THE FOLSOM WOLF. Don 
Lasseter's cheap paperback has all the elements of dog and fries drudgery. His 
account of the mess that is Greg Marlow and Cynthia Coffman and their (as 
advertised) "California spree of torture and murder" is the perfect example of 
sloppy, lazy reporting that, fittingly, mirrors the worth of the crimes. A 
white trash couple -stupid, careless, riddled with speed- careen through a few 
days of frenzied inept robbery whereby a couple girls just happen to get raped 
and murdered. And the classic background cycles: Marlow's family consists of a 
drug-addicted whore mother and an abusive drug-peddling father, and Marlow pays 
it all back to trailer trash Cynthia who, of course, spouts tales of intense 
sadistic beatings and coercion during her trial. In fact, so tired are these 
excuses and rationalizations that the arresting officers virtually told 
Cynthia her defense/life just as soon as they met her: 

"Hooper picked up Scotty's theme. 'Cyndi, you're not a slave any more. You 
don't do what he tells you any more. You're a human being....You never have to be 
intimidated by him again. He'll never cut your hair again. He'll never put hand- 
cuffs on you again, or beat you....He'll never gag you again. He'll never put a 
blindfold on you again, and he'll never urinate on you again.' 

"Hooper's litany and instincts were remarkable. At that point, he did not 
know that Marlow had urinated on the body of Lynel Murray." 

With such easy answers and easy crimes, the facts that might separate the 
acts and impulses from the rest of the nigger and dog shows are left forever 
blank. And as newspapers and TV reports hardly deem robberies and' murders 
(without the benefit of as-it-happens video footage) worthy of reporting it looks 
as Mr. Lasseter's reasons for pulling this case lays mostly in their skin color. 
The lengthy descriptions of Cynthia's beatings and tortures by Marlow seem 
convenient and utilitarian. Sadly. Her confessions to the crimes -which form 
the backbone of the book and court case- are obviously constructed ends and 
Lasseter is only too quick to settle for them. Even when the autopsies attest to 
much more action than the particulars would admit to: 

"Lynel Murray's body lay facedown, her right leg on the toilet seat, her left 
leg on the floor; the upper part of her torso stretched over the rim of the 
bathtub and leaned limply down toward the water where her face was submerged. 
Her black skirt was twisted and the blouse partially ripped open. The panty hose 
and maroon bra she had worn was missing. Deep bruises marked her back, ribs, and 
face. Both of her eyes had been blackened. Her neck, scalp, and nose were 
battered and bruised. The necklace chain she treasured was missing, and would 
never be found. 

"Her left hand, with the long red fingernails, was twisted behind her back." 

It's like pumping your cock into a whore's entire black history and thinking 
of your wife. Or jerking off thinking about the length and taste of a Thai 
dancer's cock. Or the heft of a poor Thai slut's tits and not asking her age. 
You know that pig at that table over there. The one with all that make-up all 
the fuck over her pimply face. The one with the bright red lips and fat tits. 

I wonder what she looks like naked. I bet those dugs hang like evil pasty water 
bags full of cancer and hair. Her cunt huge and thick and wet. Her eyes blank. 
Her fucking kids in the next room. À hard fat wooden chair leg jammed up her 
bloody hole. Screaming and pleading and crying and not quite getting the fact 
that she's gonna look even uglier beaten and raped to death. 


checked facts. CHARMER, like THE MISBEGOTTEN SON, PREDATOR, SON et al is as 
complete an example of true crime reportage as you're likely to find. However, 
as the emphasis is on reporting saleable facts (admirable though that is) that's 
often not where the story -or action- lies. 

Because the problem with CHARMER is first; Olsen's subject -George Russe], 

a violent though tasteless serial killer whose motives are sadly typical and 
reactionary. He hardly seems to deserve such in-depth dedication. And second; 
(especially given the banality of Russel) the real story could be seen to sit 
with the victims and their commonality,.but Olsen bows to good taste and panders 
gloss where talons were required. Maybe the girls are sterotypical victims. 
Asking for it. Wanting it. Or maybe Russel has more refined tastes. Regardless of 
expert access and reporting style, the truth and weight of George Russel and 

his crimes is lost. And Jack Olsen's story of George Russel is as unexciting 

as the crimes seem to be, save for the brutality. 

Olsen is reasonably, dutifully dispassionate when it comes to Russel's life- 
his drifter-ish personality, his self-hatred (or denial) of his black skin, his 
lies and desperate manipulation of those younger than him, his criminal mind 
and burglary fetish, his ready suburban bar "charm". As is expected and 
appreciated. Pity Olsen doesn't apply the same courtesy to the victims: 

Mary Ann Pohlreich 

"Lying posed just outside the McDonald's trash corral, she hadn't looked 
especially brutalized, but the autopsy report showed signs of strangulation, a 
lacerated nose, facial contusions, deep fractures of the skull, a split liver, 
contusions and abrasions on both breasts, ragged tears by a foreign object that 
had been rammed into the anus, and indications of rough penetration of the 
vagina. 

"Intact spermatozoa were found in the vaginal vault but nowhere else; 
apparently the killer had ejaculated. She was drug-free, her blood alcohol level 
0.14. By Washington State standards, she'd been legally drunk at the time of 
death, or “drunk and a half", as one detective put it." 

And 

"The detectives quickly confirmed that the murdered woman was a fixture at 
the newly opened Papagayo's Catina. She wore eye-catching clothes and smoked thin 
cigarettes. Her nightclub reputation was somewhat at variance from the glowing 
description provided by her roommate, perhaps because of a behavioral flip-flop 
when she drank. After one or two Electric Ice Teas, she would attempt to draw 
attention to herself, sometimes becoming obnoxious. Male regulars considered her 
a party animal, a "peter-tease" or "P.T." An ex-boyfriend said she would go home 
with strangers and even sleep in their beds, but refuse to let them touch her. 
She seemed to use sex as a game, a tool. On the rare occasions when she engaged 
in intercourse, she acted bored and mechanical." 

Carol Beethe l 

"The killer had struck her repeatedly on the left side of the head. The 
weapon sliced her left ear and left thirteen distinctive Y shapes about two inches 
long; they almost suggested a cattle brand. Defensive wounds indicated that 
she'd been killed quickly but not instantly. One blow had almost severed the 
little finger. A big purplish bruise defaced her left biceps; it looked like a 
human bite. There were blood smears on the body, bed and floor, and spatters on 
ceiling and walls. (...) An autopsy showed that two ribs on her left side had 
been broken and shoved into the chest cavity, and there were deep bruises on her 
right side. Apparently she'd been kicked before being violated postmortem with 
the gun and whatever else." 

And 

"She enjoyed telephone sex and was an adventurous risk taker. À police report 
noted: Carol was described as addicted to sex and would try anything concerning 
Sex at least once and more if she enjoyed it. One of the neighbors told us that 
he could hear her scream from across the street when she was having an orgasm. 
She liked to have sex with three or more (and) with any combination of genders." 

Randi Levine 

"The posing was even more startling. Under a white comforter with reddish 
gray stripes, the naked body of a small-breasted, firmly built woman was spread- 


mommy. Or your cunting greedy daughters. Guileless, pure, few well placed hard 
pristine and every time you fuck her you won't be fucking questions could pin hir 


every other woman in the world. The way you do now. like a rat in a corner. 
"As economies begin to develop and women begin to gain In the latest issue 

access to the labor force, sex industries buy off some wo- of FATAL VISIONS (#14) 

men with higher wages than the labor force will provide Schaefer pretends to 


them, higher income than they provided through prostitution explain all he knows 
in the earlier phase of economic development. Through state about Ted Bundy's 
and private industry manipulation of developing economies crimes and the goofy 


and with devaluation of female labor established in the Hand'/Of Death ("A cult 
family prior to industrialization, often prostitution is thebent on world domina- 
only economic possibility for some women in poverty. How- tion through the power 
ever, as economic development accelerates raising the level of Satan!"): 
of materialism in the society as a whole, prostitution is a "Janice Ott was re- 
more likely means for women to get the material gains of called as an over- 
industrialization. Women turn to prostitution for material heated, overeducated 
gain in the context of normalized sex industries." sexpot who eagerly and 
(THE PROSTITUTION OF SEXUALITY, Kathleen Barry, NYU Press, willingly ministered 
1995) to Ted's penis with her 
Cleo Odzer sees it somewhat differently. A 40ish New mouth and who eventual- 


Yorker who delights in the feel and look of young Thai men, ly expressed puzzlement 
Ms. Odzer's take on prostitution in Thailand may be refresh-and concern when Ted 
ing and surprising in these days of one-for-all militant did not ejaculate or 
feminism: his erection diminish. 
"It infuriated me how Thais labelled nonvirgins whores, Janice learned too late 
ruined, and bad, no matter how they got that way or how old that Bundy's cravings 
they were. In their haste to make sex a male privilege, theyfocused on corpses and 
faulted females for not being "pure" and rationalized their on that final day of 
fallen status as reason to abuse them. 'Ten-year-old girls Janice Ott's life the 
sold to a brothel and prevented from leaving- that's SLAVERYworld found out that 
and RAPE. Prostitution is exchanging sex for profit'." dead or alive...no 
Ms. Odzer contends she is still very much a feminist. Inshapely blonde could 
her book PATPONG SISTERS this fact is reiterated every time ever be enough woman 
one of the men she decides she likes treats her like shit. for the insatiable 
And she's added an even more personal twist to her feminism lusts that consumed 
in the guise of rabid penis-envy: Bundy; it was only a 
"A cloud of furor sat on my chest. What did I feel? matter of a few hours 
Angry with the men? Maybe a bit. Sorry for the girls? Maybe after Ted pulled his 
that too. Jealous that men had this sort of thing available shit caked penis out of 
to them? Yes, very. And what else? Elated that I'd entered the flaccid anus of 
this strange world. Excited that I was trespassing into maleJanice's still warm 
territory. Resentful that being serviced by a woman was corpse that Ted kid- 
considered male sexuality. And even more resentful that napped a perky dark 
women didn't have this same right to sexual gratification." maned young beauty by 
Cleo trolls nightly through Bangkok's sex area Patpong the name of Denise 
and makes it down to the poor villages that the girls come Naslund." 


from to try and adapt a picture of the area's very special Schaefer also 

and alluring offerings. She is sympathetic to the girls, contributes his 

but unlike the more common and accepted role of those in thoughts on "his 
ivory towers, Cleo sees behind the sex act and looks to the innocence and FUCK 
practical mechanics of the situation. Unfortunately it's magazine" in the new 


this reactionary pragmatism -along with a more disturbing issue of Randall 
tendency towards high school romanticism- that keeps Cleo Philip's FUCK (#9). 


from knowing exactly how Patpong (and in general: whores) And, yet again, Henry 
actually work. While Cleo talks about the Eliza Doolittle Lee Lucas is allowed 
complex men suffer under- to go back and forth 


"This is not a Simple love story. The women of Patpong on his murders, pain, 
are expert at making foreign men go ga-ga over them. They confusion, lies and 
collect marriage proposals. That's their business. The men the power of satan. 
see beautiful poor girls supporting their families upcountryThis time in the book 
and, BOOM, they're in love, heroes saving their maidens in length tract THEY CALL 


distress." ME SISTER CLEMMIE 
-and the manipulative lies and ingrained, professional  (Clementine Schroeder, 
guile of the whores, she clings precariously to the appeal Westminster Press, 
of such things in ultra-safe contexts. She calls the boys 1993). Clemmie is a 
she lusts after dolls and cuties but never sees them as missionary who works 
quick fucks; she's looking for a relationship each time -a the prisons and her 
boyfriend she can see regularly even though she knows her very favorite lamb is 
Stay in Bangkok is temporary. She's operating under the sad Henry, who says: 


misapprehensions of heart and love like they really exist. "I began to see where 
She sees the action play out in front of her with a heavy I was goin' wrong. Witt 
'storybook stigmatism. her teachin' I couid 


"It is not my intention to glorify Patpong prostitution.see what god wanted 
To do so would be to exalt the institutions that give rise from me. There ain't nc 


to it -the poverty of much of the Thai populace and the words to say what she 
inequality between Thai males and females. Nonetheless, to personally means to me, 
me the prostitutes are pioneers in advancing women's cuz without her an' 


autonomy by breaking from the mold of suppressed and passivejesus I wouldn't be 
females. In the same way that soldiers striding into battle here today." 
are called brave and patriotic regardless of whether they and more and more 
enlisted or were. drafted by the government, Thai prostitutesand more. 
can be called pioneers in defying women's subjugation. They Similarly, Varg 
allow themselves this little bit of selfishness and self- Vikérnes of the band 
indulgence, which Thai culture otherwise denies them." BURZUM. Now serving 
Simply, Cleo misses the appeal. The appeal that creates his sentence for the 
the institutions and locks them forever in the deep mud of bloody murder of a 
poverty and stupidity. close friend, Varg has 
"Two blow jobs commenced. One man sat at the far corner ballooned full on as 
of the bar. A hostess, with the top of her dress pulled a cheezy odinist who 
down, unzipped his pants and bent over to take his penis in spouts the fairytale 
her mouth. Her head pumped up and down and the hand that Norse gods and war 
held his penis moved vigorously. The man frequently looked pose whenever he gets 
down to watch her. Then he'd gaze casually at the bar. The the chance to impress 


hostess worked without breaking stride, slowing down, or a sycophantic and 
changing position for seventeen minutes. I wondered if my gawking black metal 
presence made it take longer than usual. When the man fan. At points Varg 


ejaculated, she unrolled a few sheets of toilet paper from seems close to dis- 
the many rolls that lined the bar and cleaned him up. Then cerning what it took 
she refastened her dress. 20 for a teenage boy to 
"At the same time, another FARANG was being serviced on knife-rape another but 
the couch. One girl kneeled on the floor between his legs the chances are lost ir 


fellating him, while another kneeled on the couch to his a mire of just read 
left offering her breast to his mouth. When he ejaculated, kindergarten stories. 
the girl on the floor cleaned him up with toilet paper; no "He was a fucking 


condoms. Meanwhile, Dang's friend had escorted her FARANG faggot! Euronymous diec 
to sit on the other side of Dang, and she crouched on the in his fucking under- 
floor between his legs." wear trying to run away 
Cleo didn't see the wrong things. She probably didn't from his killer(s), 
even talk to the wrong people (though she misses the chance screaming like a fuck- 
to talk to US soldiers on limited leave and spends most of ing hysterical woman." 


her time with those FARANG men and Thai women whose rela- Steve O'Malley has: 
tionships have become more intimate than simple trade). the above published in 
Cleo merely settled into a routine sold to her from her his fanzine DESCENT 
parents, TV, 60's hippy-dom and general female stupidity: (#1) and has another 
like most of the pot bellied FARANGS looking for a warm interview with Varg 
place to spew and mistaking that warmth for something in the latest SOUNDS 


importar.t, she fell into the thinking that sex is necessary OF DEATH (#5). 
and somehow ecumenical. And worse, that it could be 


connected to trust. PARASITE #17 
That confusion is also evident in the new Artspace January 1995 
production. DESIRE BY NUMBERS combines Nan Goldin's photos c. Peter Sotos 


of Thai teen go-go boys and prostitutes with a fictional 


essay by Klaus Kertess. Klaus' writing sets up an interesting juxtaposition: 
while the photos are of just the boys on stage looking sexy and lost or off stage 
looking used, indifferent and quick, the writing suggests a rather different 
situation. Basically a conversation between two voices (though it is probably all 
in one head -a schizophrenic pull between attraction and need) the conversation 
touches those elements that bleed meaning into the dancer's real life. Or more 

to the point: the customer's real life, as the dancers continue to be warm 
mannequins devoid of any personality but the situation. AIDS and the slow death 
from it, the search for sexual adventure and its endemic failure, and the ugly 
violent ennui of using and collecting model bodies and scores. 

Sex doesn't exist in the cocks of these boys (and you don't get to see even 
one in the photos) or their skinny chests, ugly thick lips and bony limbs, Asian 
eyes or clenched asses. The Thai videos flooding the porn markets prove it. 
Bored long cocked Thai boys fucking each other or jerking off for interminably 
long times in RED HOT BEAUX THAIS and WILD THAIGERS only satisfy (barely) when 
each tryst ends with the boys furiously jerking themselves off onto each other. 
Fucking mouths and assholes, even the popular óne fist on two cocks are 
meaningless. It's only the climaxes after removing themselves from each other, 
shutting their eyes and masturbating that puts paid to the reality. In the same 
way that one's significant other puts up with your banging away or mouth 
entreaties under the sky high love and care fantasies, one eventually has to 
separate the act from the game and get it over with. What's.missing from the Thai 
videos is fat balding men with ugly smiles and thick fists and cash. What could 
be missing from DESIRE BY NUMBERS is what those photos mean beyond campy dreams 
and sad empty bodily functions. Mourning over someone's death over acts as 
fleeting and humiliating as phone sex and a nice looking cock puts some of that 
perspective back in. , 

"Peter had fallen in love with Number 9 at the Joy Bar in Bangkok, although he 
and Number 9 had been entangled for only an hour or so in the fluorescent magic 
of one of the many cubicles behind the bar. For years he never stopped raving 
about Number 9, the boy of joy. Nubile, warm and slippery, mystifyingly acrobatic, 
endlessly accomodating but constantly in the lead, a serpent's tongue capable of 
wrapping itself around his erection, a mouth as thick and sensual as a pre-Khmer 
Vishnu, black eyes that shot sparks of laughter, and a long, pointed penis that 
remained rock hard for the duration of their encounter -these are but a partial 
catalogue of Peter's ecstatic words. Even as he lay in the hospital with his 
Skin so tightly drawn around his shrivelling frame that his rib cage was about to 
break through and his skin's near transparency was festooned with Kaposi's polka 
dots, Peter still raved about Number 9. Number 9, he was quite certain, had been 
the groom of his demise; but, as long as he could still talk, he talked about 
this boy of joy with tears of joy in his eyes. He died with the Number 9 on his 
lips." 

It is left to the one in control to create the other's personality. The hole 
you fuck is the hole you chose. The numb nigger head you sat on the end of your 
cumming cock is what you decided you wanted. What you wanted to enjoy and 
experience and empty. The terms are negotiable and may or may not be within 
reason. But the head that sticks a crack pipe in its mouth a few times a day, 
Shits out ghetto rats and clogs the sewers with its bleeding and crying and 
pissing is only for sale because of the market that demands it. 

But someday, someone is going to kill -and rape and mutilate and destroy- 

a perfect girl. Someday, someone's going to kill a woman that doesn't deserve it. 
And decorum won't insist on the sloppy canonization of the victim. The family 
won't feel the need to argue the dear's plight or stolen guaranteed future. 

And writers like Jack Olsen and Don Lasseter won't fall all over themselves with 
euphemisms and mops and buckets of bleach. 

And until then you'll have to settle for what is available. The next best 
thing. The things on the market that (remember) you set up and built but maybe 
were too lazy to finish. Like George Russel and Greg Marlow had to. 

Jack Olsen attacks George Russel's life in the same professional way he 
attacks most of his recent blockbuster true crime subjects. He lets the 
particulars tell the story through voluminous interviews and aggressively 


ATTENTION 


SEXUAL ORIENTED 
MATERIAL ENCLOSED. 


PLEASE DISCARD IF 
NOT REQUESTED. 


NOT FOR SALE 
TO MINORS. 


PARASITE 


PARASITE 


KILLER ON THE LOOSE 
Mike Fielder 
(Blake) 


WHATEVER MOTHER SAYS 
Wensley Clarkson 
(St. Martin's) 


‘I SPEAK FOR THIS CHILD 
Gay Courter 
(Crown) 


WASTING AMERICA'S FUTURE 
Arloc Sherman 
(Beacon) 


WOMB 


"Formed solely from the blood of our fathers, we owe 
absolutely nothing to our mothers. They did nothing but 
submit to the act, whereas our fathers instigated it. Our 
fathers therefore willed our births, whereas our mothers 
merely acquiesced." 

(PHILOSOPHY IN THE BEDROOM, D.A.F. deSade, 1795) 


"It's because I am a woman and it makes me the double . 
devil. A woman is supposed to be the protector of children 
and when she does something to harm them it is perceived as 
far worse than a man's crime against them. If I were a 
different sex I would have been out of here a iong time ago* 
(Myra Hindley, quoted in the December 18, 1994 issue of 
THE SUNDAY TIMES) 


Someday, someone is going to murder a perfect woman. 
Maybe someone like an innocent Rachel Nickell or her baby 
who didn't ask to be born. Maybe a silent member of The 
Children's Defense Fund. 

Someone you care about. Someone you worry about and own 
and pick up after. Admire and respect. Protect and save. 
Someone you put up with. Someone who's worth the trouble. 
With a perfect smile. And a perfect body. Built for fucking 
but intended for loving. Built for babies: a slick greasy 
hole that'll expand just enough to let the monster you 
willed to create shit out in perfect time and pain and 
ascetic wonder. Then slap right back into tight place to 
allow a few more perfect bangings before you both turn to 
soap. That glow. That halo. That glint. Little angel. With 
a pet and a pat, a hug and pecK, a rutting wet dig and tug 
and drool and burrow. 

Create a future. Nurture and ‘develop and promise and 
construct more than your little pathetic life here and nov. 


Contribute to everyone's future by modeling the perfect tiny 


soft damageable 

Poor little 
Streets looking 
in his pockets. 


head into a perfect lovely design and idea. 
rat. No one to love him. Out on those dark 


And the drugs and beggings and stomach 


for windows to smash or little toys to stuff 


"This is stupid, but 
I didn't know what 
incest was. I had 
never heard of any- 
thing like this, but 

I had a sense that it 
was wrong because of 
my reaction -somethinc 
inside of me just 
absolutely turned 
over. I felt like I 
was in a totally 
different zone. I had 
just heard something 
that shook the whole 
foundation of my life. 
But you see, I was 
talked down by my 
husband. I thought 
that my knowledge and 
perception of what 
happened was probably 
lopsided. That was 
always my fear -that 
I overreacted, was 
too emotional one way 
or the other. And I 
really did explode 
all over. I was going 
to call the police 
and everything. I just 
went off my gourd 
about it. And my 
husband said nothing 
serious happened, it 
really wasn't any- 
thing, and I had over- 
reacted because I 
didn't understand. He 
said others wouldn't 
believe it and this 
was just a lot of fuss 
about nothing and that 
it wouldn't be under- 
stood and would break 
up the family, or 
maybe that they'd 
take the children 
away from me or some- 
thing. And I did 

calm down, reasoning 


cramps and headaches and a 70's soul soundtrack with ioud 
violin swells and high falsettos. The whoring, uncaring or 
unabie, liquor-soaked vacant mother and, more necessarily, 
an abusive ham fisted papa with a beer and a jack and thick 
wooden branch in the corner by the TV lamplight. 

And this courageous little girl doesn't want your pity. 
With puberty just around the corner and her dreams of 
growing tall and straight and fitting in with all the rest. 
With her brittle bones and the hole in her lungs and the 
retardation and the wheelchair. It's all right, honey, me 
and dad will stay at your side every night if we have to. 

Loss. 

Redemption. 

Hope. 

And that alabaster image of the perfect darling hung 
just the way you want it. Maybe like the one you tasted 
before -back when you were inadequate. And frightened and 
'alone. 

Empathy. 

Promise and a happy wet ending. 

Little skinny faggot has the nerve to fist his package. 
Little fucking thing. Uses both hands and pushes up the 
bunched works in pants far too loose like it's something 
special and not typical. 

You'll have to explain it to him. 

Faggots. Nigger whores. Breath that stinks of organ rot 
and hollow diseased mind. Half-eyes dilated; a pasty mask 
of disuse and waste and tired dog beatings. Like every 
other disgusting crab infested pig cunt you've ever 
piunged your hard-on into. And much more besides. Damaged 
and dying. Holes and pits. Just like always. Just like on 
TV and in the magazines. Like you wanted. Like you look 
really fucking hard for. 

And the hand that pulls down on his lower lip while the 
other hand works up the shaft shaking the balis back and 
forth, is the same hand that's supposed to feed them. Or at 
least try. Or to look that way. 

Some fat art collector beast with a couple extra chin 
loaves and a few less really long hairs up on that shiny 
huge square dome, his short stubby little dicked fingers 
fumble and grapple round his charge's cheap sac and his 
gooey maw lips up and down on the boy's straight out cock. 
Youth. Ah, youth and you're really poor aren't you? 

Tell me about your mama. 

Tell me ...did your dad abuse you? Did he...sexually 
abuse...did he interfere with you in any way...any way that 
you didn't like, that you felt uncomfortable with? 

What did you want to do? 

Did you hate it? Tell me how much you hated it. A11 the 
while, pulling his fat short penis. Obviously. Come here 
boy. Come right here you little fucking degenerate. You want 
to know what you're playing at? Your parents wherever the 
fuck they come from. Your fucking Beàstie Boys T-shirt and 
that stupid hippy ambient shit on that tape. You want to 
know how to play a part, you little motherfucker, you littie 
pretend motherfucker. 'Cause I don't give a fuck about your 
blank pot smoking waste face; your dirty fat gym short cock 
and camp urchin smile, you little cocksucker. You want to 
suck some shit? You want to swallow a fucking broken chair 
leg you little alley rat? 

à I'll tell you something right now. I've been in a base- 


with myself that I 
was overreacting." 

And 

"T've searched and 
searched. How innocent 
I.was. I just never 
dreamed a man would 
do something like 
this." 
(MOTHERS OF INCEST 
SURVIVORS, Janis 
Tyler Johnson, 
Indiana University 
Press, 1992) 


It's almost not 
worth the bother. 
Susan Smith and her 
madness became the 
focus instead of 
Susan Smith and her 
pain. Or her husband 
and the worthless 
reiatives' pain and 
the incredible 
struggle they have 
ahead of them for the 
rest of their pitiful 
lives. Now that those 
two saintly dolls, 
Michael and Alex, 
ages three and four- 
teen months respec- 
tively, are gone 
forever. How could 
she do it? How could 
a mother do that? 

To her credit, 
Andrea Peyser seems a 
bit less sympathetic 
but she still can't 
resist the easy 
angle and pads her 
book MOTHER LOVE, 
DEADLY LOVE (Harper) 
with all sorts of 
"research" into the 
shocking history of 
child murdering moms. 

Maria Eftimiades' 
knock-off is SINS OF 
THE MOTHER and is 
just the average 
thicker tabloid 
review. Following the 
formula of her 
previous books on 
Joel Rifkin and Katie 
Beers, Maria spends 
most of her breath on 
the circus the crime 


And inside the details of that essence will be presented almost entirely by 
useless facts, figures and motherly "potential consequences". 

The dangers of lead poisoning. Crack. "The cause of the fire: overturned 
candles used because the electricity had been shut off." 

"At the grocery in the winter of 1980, three year-old Josh pulled a jar out 
of a display and a pyramid of grape jam toppled over on him, breaking half the 
items on display. The storekeeper insisted that Sarah pay for the damage, which 
amounted to $27. This figure represented a sizable portion of her monthly income. 
Sarah paid for the damage at the expense of Amy's diaper budget. After Sarah 
rationed Amy's disposable diapers, Amy developed a diaper rash, which became 
infected. Amy was unable to sleep and developed a fever." 

"A few times I tried to kill myself out of fear and shame at not being able to 
keep a roof over our heads, out of anger over not being able to hold a job and 
needing to return over and over again to welfare, out of desperation whenever the 
welfare department would cut off my eligibility by mistake. When I would be put 
into a mental hospital, Susan would stay with my mother and father. What I didn't 
know until she was grown was that my brother was forcing sex upon her each time 
she stayed with them. She was so afraid of what would happen to our littie family 
that she hid her pain." 

Unlucky. 

Imagine the pain of the young Alex, only two years-old when his mother was 
murdered by a stiil unknown killer. His grandma,quoted in KILLER ON THE LOOSE, 
sums it up: 

"He talks about Rachel now. He didn't for about a year. He has pictures of 
her everywhere and says, "This is my mummy". In the summer he came to stay with 
me and I took him swimming. He said, "Have we been to this pool before?" and I 
said yes, we went there with Mummy. He said, "I can remember what mummy looks 
like, but I can't remember what she feels like" and from a small boy that is quite 
a sad thing to hear him say." 

Alex bears a greater burden in his memory. And all of England should be 
watching how the toddler grows up. Walking hand in hand on Wimbledon Common, 
baby Alex's mum was cut down right in front of his littie baby eyes and soft 
brain. "Her jeans and panties were round her ankles and her bra had been partially 
pulled down to expose her nipples." She was stabbed all over her chest and back, 
her throat was almost sliced in two. And "Alex, bare-chested, was hugging her 
body." 

KILLER ON THE LOOSE spends most of its paperback time covering the outrageous 
arrest and trial of Colin Stagg, the main suspect (and not a wholly uninteresting 
character) who was ultimately judged not-guilty. But the astounding aesthetics 
of the brutal crime are not entirely lost on author Mike Fieider, although he 
doesn't seem to nail it down exactly. Rachel Nickell is continuously described 
in glowing terms. Her halo starts off shining all of Wimbledon by the glory of 
motherhood and ends up a blinding spotiight that shames heaven by her martyrdom. 
Out for a simple stroll with her child, Ms. Nickell was, apparentiy, unaware 
and undeserving of the slaughter she fell into -and Fielder's ciumsy euphemisms 
and thin hedges still can't create a total slut. A mother, a perfect woman. 

But, of course, the ferocious appeal of the crime lies with the two year- 
old screaming and ciutching at his raped and ripped mother's fifteen minute 
corpse. And that appeal is couched in the same ugiy philosophy that fuels all 
these rags. These fucking kids. These fresh faced little angels whose rise to 
fortune is constantly hampered and cut short by insidious forces far. beyond 
their own gentle capabilities. Wasted and destroyed chances and dreams. And 
these wombs. These mothers spreading all this wonderment termed love or care or 
hope or help. And the truth is each book, save the Rachel Nickell contemplation, 

makes all the same mistakes for all the same complaints. Hope is for the hopeless. 

Unless you enjoy that sort of thing. 


PARASITE #18/February 1995 
available by subscription only 
$40. annually (12 issues) 
age statement required 
c. Peter Sotos, 1995 


younger brother and sister. Drugs and petty crime included. 
The second takes up almost half the book. A father with six 
ex-wives abuses his kids (two sons and a daughter) and it 
becomes Gay's job to sort out the mess -multiple foster home 
clashes, emotional nightmares stemming from years of neglect 
and molestation, deep seated manias from years of deceit anc 
rejection. The oldest son is bitter and markedly, mentally, 
damaged. The youngest. son is just waiting to explode and the 
girl is the perfect picture of abuse shoved deep into a 
fifteen year-old sexually crazed slut. The third tale is of 
Gay's struggle to reunite three sisters in varying circum- 
stances under the same roof until they become aduits. 

That all of Gay's fights ended up in rather unsuccessful 
situations is perhaps less telling than the manner in which 
such information is released. The chapters end on promising 


notes but the afterword is a bit more sombre: 


f "Lydia Ryan and Alicia Stevenson preferred to live on 
the street rather than return to the "system". No matter how 
hard I tried, I could not secure the individualized mental 
or medical health or educational programs they required. 
Their injuries did not stop when they were removed from 
their parents' homes but were compounded by the ineffectual 
way the state managed their care, and they were irrevocably 
harmed when they were dumped without any resources the day 
they came of age. Nobody would listen to what they wanted 
when they were under eighteen. Nobody would help them when 
In the end I also failed to provide 
either of them with a permanent, loving family. What would 
have to change to improve the outcome for troubled children 


they were over eighteen. 


in the future?" 


Standing at the front of a long line. Splitting that 
line in two, a single white gloved hand simply motions 
right to left as each blank filthy wasted face trips and 


Stumbles to the head. 


Mamas falling all over themselves. Feed The Children. 
I'LL BET THE RUSSIANS LOVE THEIR CHILDREN TOO. That lovely 
red coat on that far too young thing in Spielberg's fantasy. 
Her cute walk through the black and white hollywood camp 
bleeding innocence and protection and hope and purity and 


all things warm and natural. 


puff and droop and lose 


7UP, 14UP, 21UP, 28UP, 


Oprah's SILENT SCREAM. 


35UP. See those English looks 


that wonder and trust. 


Frontline's two part INNOCENCE 


LOST. Before Your Eye's KRISTEN IS MISSING. 


You see that smoke, honey, that's your mother. Or you 


see that smoke, dariing, that's your children. 


You see that nigger in the corner. The one with the 


flabby punctured ass waving at the truckdrivers, who just a 
Second ago was yelling at itself? You wanna know what her 


shit black kids smell iike? 


And that beast begging for change outside the White Hen. 
What was his childhood like? What sort of abuse -personai 
abuse- creates that deep growly wheeze? Those shattered 
kneecaps and cuts and welts and thick scars and beatings and 


nighttime rapes and robberies. 


From the backcover of WASTING AMERICA'S FUTURE: 

"For many readers, though, the essence of this book will 
lie in the stories of children and families, 
endure unfair and damaging lives with grace, and who remind 
us that good things-whole and healthy lives-are worth 


paying for." 


many of whom 


outfit THE FAKES 

have focused their 
sioppy girl style 
(aided by a few 
select "scene" male 
alternative misfits) 
into an even more 
direct and aggressive 
blast of what it 
must be like to 
struggie with all 
those feminist 
theories and all those 
rape and assault and 
young fucker stories. 
Their first CD is 
titled REAL FICTION 
and its most power- 
ful cut is a spoken 
word "open letter" 
read to "Billie's" 
father. Some of the 
juicier bits from 
the pained California 
darling's heart 
follow: 

"I don't have any 
Scars to prove this 
'cause you were so 
careful to cut in just 
the right way. And 
I can't stand for my 
mouth to be dry any- 
more after the hours 
I spent with your 
handkerchief in it" 

"And you made 
little slits on my 
Skin. Slowly. 
Beautiful red lines. 
Slowly. Sometimes 
even on the bottoms 
of my feet so I'd 
have to crawl around 
the house for days. 
Three years old on my 
hands and knees and 
my ass sticking out 
just for your sweet 
foot to kick." 

"I'm totally 
making this up. I 
don't know why. Is 
your asshole still 
bleeding? Did he make 
you suck his dick? 
Did he make you fuck 
your brothers? Did 
he tie you up, Daddy? 
Did Grandpa tie you 
up?" 


ment apartment, à long time ago. À couple lived there and 
invited me down to see their chicken films. Real chicken 
fiims you lame faggot. I don't give a rat's ass about the 
size of your dick, the weight of your balls or those dirty 
dimples. I don't have an image in here about watching your 
glassy blue eyes turn red or open or trusting and de jected. 
I got a picture of a little one tied up and begging for its 
mama. I got a memory of two queers sitting next to me, 
beating each other off to impress me while I vatched someone 
very unlike yourself get shit on and pissed on and beaten in 
the face with a boot. And you want to know how it turned 
out? You think these NAMBLA fags kilied that little dog. You 
think they stretched that pit and plowed into that skinny 
corpse-to-be with ail their might ripping it from the inside 
shoulder to heel? 

You think they just sucked him off? 

And paid him and laughed as he left. Thinking about what 
they just did and fucked and isn't he just like that other 
one the other day. 'Cause they only wanted a little dick or 
clean eye or dirty blonde hair. Poor street trash. Poor 
lovely boy. Little cockroach. 

They shoved some pills in its bawling mouth and dumped 
coca-cola down its screaming biting choking throat. And 
watched it shake and twitch and, I swear on anything fucking 
holy, bark. And snot and spit from its nose and blood from 
its wrists and, oh man, oh dear, the crying baby was bright 
fucking red. All over its puffy frightened shrieking face. 

And then a big black boot heel fit perfectly between 
that spinning eye rolling head and those bone jutting soft 
thin white shoulders and stepped down. All the way down into 
a wet concrete floor. Grinding into that neck smashed floor, 
and knees up all the way down back into it. 

Darling. 

Lick. Don't suck. 

What kind of pig are you? 

Once again, context is everything. Ask the multifarious 
Sisters of mercy who protect the needful by turning the 
mute weakness of suffering into tracts and placards designed 
to educate the careless and twist the conscience of the 
selfish. Ask, specifically, the wonderful bleeders who know 
how Lisa Steinberg looked choking on the floor of a filthy 
dark bathroom and how Hedda's fat empty womb is healing. 

Ask especially Marian Wright Edelman of the Chiidren's 
Defense Fund and Gay Courter, a "Guardian ad Litem" on a 
volunteer basis. Andrew Vachss? Pier Paolo Pasolini? 

And ask all their fans. 

HI YOU PIECE OF SHIT, 

JUST READ THE FIRST CHAPTER OF YOUR BOOK IN ANSWER ME. 

I CANT WAIT TILL IT COMES OUT. BECAUSE YOU WILL GO TO JAIL 
THIS TIME. YOU WILL BE INVESTAGATED YOU WILL BE FOUND OUT. 
YOU WILL DO TIME. YOU WILL BE FUCKED IN THE ASS. I CANT WAIT 
TILL THOSE NIGGERS IN JAIL GET YOU. ITS EASY TO SEE WHY YOU 
HATE WOMEN AND LITTLE GIRLS. YOU ARE A LITTLE GIRL. I BET 
YOUR À BIG FAT SLOB OR SOME NERD WEAKLING TYPE WHO COULDN'T 
GET LAID EVEN IF YOU COULD GET IT UP. AND IM SURE YOUR WAY 
TOO MUCH OF A PUSSY TO DO THESE THINGS YOU WRITE ABOUT. 

YOUR JUST A SICK PIECE OF SHIT WHO CANT FUNCTION IN THE REAL 
WORLD. ALL YOU CAN DO IS WATCH YOUR SNUFF FILMS + KIDDIE 
PORN AND WAACK YOUR LIMP DICK. SICK FUCKS LIKE YOU ALWAYS 
FUCK UP. ITS GONNA HAPPEN AND I CANT WAIT. THE URGE WILL 
OVERWHLM YOU AND YOU'LL DO SOMETHING STUPID. THE HAMMER WILL 


creates rather than 
worrying too much 
about the dirty 
details and whatever 
implications those 
might have. 

While Susan Smith 
hardly recalls the 
squashing brutality 
that Laurie Dann 
embodied, there are 
certain aspects of 
her rather mundane 
crime that deserves 
a littie attention. 
There'are the typical 
and irritating early 
abortion/suicide 
attempts and the 
unanswered cries of 
step-father 
molestation and abuse 
and her real father's 
suicide that sound 
familiar enough to 
bore even the grocery 
line crowd. And the 
actual crime, the 
two tots drowning, 
is depressingly 
unspectacular as well. 
Though Peyser does 
give it her best 
shot: 

"How long did 
Michael and Alex live 
in that car, 
terrified, screaming, 
gasping for air? The 
precise number of 
heartbeats may be 
impossible to gauge. 
But experts speculate 
it could have been as 
little as five to ten 
minutes. 

"Or as long as 
forty. 

(....) 
“Think about it. 
Look at a clock, and 

try holding your 
breath for five 
minutes. You can't do 
it. Now, imagine some- 
one is holding your 
face in a tub of water 
for the same amount 
of time. Panic would 
engulf your entire 
being within seconds! 


COME DOWN AND THAT WILL BE IT FOR YOUR SICK LITTLE WORLD. 
SOMEONE, SOMEWHERE IS GONNA FUCK YOU UP BOY. SOMEONE IS 
GONNA BEAT YOU TILL YOU CANT WALK. ITS EASY TO FUCK WITH 
CHILDREN BUT WHAT ARE YOU GONNA WHEN A MAN GETS A HOLD ON 
YOU, PUSSY BOY! MOST WOMEN COULD KICK THE SHIT OUT OF YOU. 
WOULDN'T THAT BE À HOOT. SO LONG FOR NOW SCUMBAG SEE YOU ON 
THE NEWS. 

FUCK YOU, 

YOUR WORST NIGHTMARE . 

P.S. BETTER START BREAKING YOUR ASSHOLE IN NOW, I HEAR THOSE 
NIGGER DICKS ARE PRETTY BIG! DIE PIG. 

"I'm writing a big, long article for HUSTLER on the 
nierarchy of prostitutes. À friend suggested you might be 
a good interviewee. I used to know a ton of prostitutes & 
even was one, but now that I've reached the ripe oid age of 
25, I find I can't find any. So if you have any good 
Stories, I'd appreciate talking to you for a short time. 
Please feel free to call collect anytime." 

One of the old raincoat brigade tires of the dick in his 
face as another decides those loosening flesh clasps just 
won't be enough tonight. Not without a little information. 

"Suesan continued to be handcuffed to her bed each 
night. Theresa Knorr tended to make the manacles doubly 
tight on evenings when there was a full moon, according to 
the other children. 

"Gradually, the energy and health that Suesan had 
battled so bravely to regain following that shooting the 
previous year was being drained out of her body. Theresa 
Knorr seemed to take a perverse delight in vatching her 
daughter slowly disintegrate in front of her very eyes." 

Simple white trash. Just one more in a long and ugly 
line. You don't need anymore story than you got at that 
first glance. That is, if there is a story beyond the low- 
brow machine gun tabloid lives these animals seem to 
suffocate under. 

More details on Suesan's and Terry's and Sheila's 
prostitution. The ideas that coursed through the fog of 
their lives: they had to decide whether to endure torture 
and madness at home or sell their deformed minds and bodies 
to anonymous cocks holding money and drugs. More details on 
the beatings and blood-fucks the boys and giris dealt with 
daily as their brains twisted and fried. More details on 
the reality and hope and failed chances and awkward 
stuttering and stultifying confusion and terror. And then 
there's this pull toward safety and mom and the only fucking 
thing they know. 

But you Know how all that works out. 

And Wensley Clarkson doesn't feel your philistine urges 
deserve the Jack Oisen treatment. 

"Fitzgerald sat on the other end of the line, transfixed 
by the gruesome account of life in Sacramento. Terry dis- 
closed incidents like being locked in a freezer, having. 
knives thrown at them, being handcuffed to the table and 
beaten, being hung from the door, suffering regular kickings 
from her mother, being burned by cigarettes. Then she spoke 
about the force-feeding, the hot bowl burning the inside of 
her sister's legs, the molestation by her father, the time 
her mother stood on her sister's neck." 

Tasteless. Any tangible evidence or confessions outside 
of court will only get in the way of the gore and armchair 
safety. Wasted. The backcover synopsis tells you everything 


The cops and the 
FBI and the reporters 
and neighbors all 
feel so awful when 
they start to suspect, 
then realize that the 
mother they cared for 
and worried for and 
prayed for was 
actually the evil one. 
Maria Eftimiades 
misses the forest for 
the trees as she 
records the reactions 
as best as she can 
hear them through 
whatever real 
reporter is blocking 
her way. 

The great book on 
Susan Smith is yet 
to be written. And 
when it is, it'll 
focus completely on 
the days that Marc 
Klaas (Poliy's dad) 
flew in to be at her 
Side in an attempt 
to help her through 
her hardest time 
imaginable. 

The March 3rd 
edition of DATELINE 
NBC is scheduled to 
air an interview 
with Susan's mother. 
And, at the very 
least, one should be 
able to see those 
holiday videos of 
Michael and Alex 
again. 


"The first time my 
biological father 
Started sexually 
harassing me was when 
I was nine. He played 
with my tiny young 
breasts. I felt un- 
comfortable and tried 
to move away but his 
power as a father 
won. I knew that he 
knew that it was 
wrong because he 
Spoke with a guilty 
tone in his voice. I 
told my mother and 
she just laughed, she 
said laughingly 'Oh 


you need to know on how to spend your next bathroom visit. 

And it's just as well. 

Theresa Knorr was the mother of five little piggies. And 
all the moves and hoies and handcuffs and lies and psychoses 
matter not a jot outside of the stereotypes that suck your 
dick quick or grace your fantasies with tears and inflamed 
mood swings. 

So there must be something more. You need to know what 
fills that space between its dented head and the hole that 
chews your cock and cum. And if Wensley Clarkson is just 
another idiot with specious facts and lazy conclusions 
(formed before the trial even begins, of course) you'll just 
have to look elsewhere. Because the images that Clarkson 
plays with are initially, briefly, seductive. 

Suesan bieeding slowly into a dirty bathtub, sweaty and 
frothy and clouded. Her sisters crying in the streets with 
their abused hooking friends. Her brother getting his tight 
asshole expanded. 

Gay Courter knows more about these types. She acts as 
a child's voice in court cases, offering the kids assistance 
and care in the way their lives are handled in an otherwise 
uncaring bureaucracy. She's not a lawyer, but rather a 
volunteer whose only concern is to serve the child's own 
interests. As a Guardian ad Litem she is able to "access 
records that are legally unavailable to police, lawyers, 
Social service agencies, schools, and the families them- 
selves." Her access is great, her commitment is built on 
selflessness and trust in the future and her eyes are eager 
to see it all. 

"My mission is pure: to make something that has gone 
terribly wrong a little better, phone call by phone call, 
visit by visit, meeting by meeting, court appearance by 
court appearance, report by report." 

And naturally, Ms. Courter seeks to impart the problems 
these lost and damaged and unwanted kids exist as. And since 
she has changed their names and all the identifying details 
of her little darlings she is sure to let you know: "The 
legal groundwork and placement situations have not been 
changed nor have the specific crimes against the children." 

But Courter is also blind. Blinded by that dreadful 
barricade that is the universal understanding of motherhood. 
As much as I SPEAK FOR THIS CHILD is about the distress 
children are forced to live with (and never through) it is 
primarily about the failures of the foster care system due 
to impossible money problems. The lack of appropriate 
decisions being made on the children's behalf are all 
predicated on the crippling financial terms and needs of an 
overcrowded mass of kids tossed out at a moment's notice. 

So while Ms. Courter strives to infuse a little personal 
love and tenderness into the equation by her belief in such 
things, her efforts, in the end, prove to be worthless if 
not silly. It's not simple inhuman capitalist atavism that 
ultimately thwarts her kind gestures but the emptiness of 
her cause. The real damage may be more in the thinking than 
in the practice. 

I SPEAK FOR THIS CHILD revolves around three main cases. 
The first is about a sixteen year-old who's been wronged 
and misunderstood (as Gay would have it) for most of her 
life. She had an early abortion, hung around With Satanists, 
was on the fringes of her boyfriend's murder and, rejected 
by her parents after some speculated maltreatment of her 


he was just after 
those tiny breasts 
...never mind'. 
She treated it as if 
it was cute." 

And 

"My mother sexually 


‘and physically abused 


me all of my child- 
hood. I had no idea 
it could be reported 
or even that her 
behaviour was wrong 
or bad. I wanted to 
respond to the survey 
so people would be 
aware that rape is 
not the only sexual 
crime. I was 
continually bashed 
and sexually abused 
by my mother for 
most of my childhood. 
She used to "torture" 
my penis by squeezing 
it in her fingers. 
She also used to 
force her little 
finger into my anus 
when she caught me 
touching my penis at 
all. 

"This was her 
"anger" response to 
having been raped 
continuously by her 
father when she was 
sixteen through 
twenty years old. 

She chose me, her 
first male child, to 
release her anger on, 
and also to totally 
repress my sexuality, 
presumably so I 
would not be like her 
father." 

(VOICES OF THE 
SURVIVORS, Patricia 
Easteal, Spinifex, 
1994) 


The rape obsessed 
brain of Bikini Kill, 
Kathleen, has re- 
surfaced with a new 
cut and paste "punk" 
project that's sure 
to excite all those 
who lust after her 
message. Her new 


ATTENTION 


SEXUAL ORIENTED 
MATERIAL ENCLOSED. 


PLEASE DISCARD IF 
NOT REQUESTED. 


NOT FOR SALE 
TO MINORS. 


PARASITE 


PARASITE 


MASS RAPE 

(THE WAR AGAINST WOMEN IN BOSNIA-HERZEGOVINA) 
Edited by Alexandra Stiglmayer 

(University Of Nebraska Press) 


UNFINISHED MURDER 

(THE CAPTURE OF A SERIAL RAPIST) 
James Neff 

(Pockett) 


DUTCH TREAT 
(Video Team) 


SEYMORE & SHANE MEET KATHY WILLETS 
-THE NAUGHTY NYMPH 

Directed by Seymore Butts 
(Ultimate Video) 


KATHY, À CASE OF NYMPHOMANIA 
Ellis Rubin 
(Lifetime) 


DOGS 1. 


"In virtually all venues, the nude dancer is in total 
control of the stage and audience. The feminist scenario of 
a meat rack of ribs and haunches priced and fingered by 
reeking buffoons is another hysterical projection. Hard as 
it may be to believe, men in strip clubs ADMIRE what they 
see and are even awed by it. They gather round the women to 
warm themselves, as if the stage were a bonfire on a 
medieval winter's night. The dancers exert a magnetic force. 
The men don't know exactly why they must come there, but 
they sense that their ordinary lives and official religion 
don't fulfill their longings to answer all their questions. 


To reduce these ritual visitations to a matter of mechanical 


masturbation is unintelligent and unimaginative. The nude 
dancer can never be captured or completely known. 
and eludes, like the female principle itself." 
(Camille Paglia, VAMPS & TRAMPS, Vintage, 1994) 


"Whenever I turned off the radio in the shop, I heard 
the constant squishing sounds of men masturbating in the 
booths. Set against the background whine of the film 
projectors as they looped the same film through again and 
again were the sounds of solitary sex: a man breathing 
harder and sighing almost painfully; another making a 
slapping sound as he jerked his hand back and forth across 
his penis. Some customers used commercial lubricants to 
intensify the feeling and reduce the friction of masturbat- 
ing. Others used saliva. I quickly learned to differentiate 
among the sounds." 


(Jack McIver Weatherford, PORN ROW, Arbor House, 1986) 


Somewhere between your dreary little bedroom life and 
your dreary little jerk-off fantasies, just like the place 


She teases 


In the second issue 
of COMPULSION, Manson 
collector John Aes- 
Nihil tries to explain 
why Charles Manson 
isn't a hippy: 

"Because the U.S. 
Government wanted a 
way to get rid of the 
hippies, and Manson 
was a good way to i 
discredit the whole 
thing -by claiming 
they were a bunch of 
psychotic murderers." 

Among other inani- 
ties, Aes-Nihil 
shows a particular 
talent for turning 
excuses into icons 
and misunderstanding 
both at once: 

"Charles Manson is 
pretty much the 
Nietzsche of today. 
I'd say his concern 
for the environment 
is one of the main 
things (that make 
Manson "noble"). If 
something is not done 
about that, then there 
won't be much of 
anything left." 

There may well be 
reasons to concern 
one's self with 
Manson's jailhouse 
rants and his pack of 
drug-riddled blank 
Slaughterers, but the 
chances for those 
reasons having any- 
thing to do with 
limp hippy causes 
like water and mud 
and happy fluffy 
bunnies are close to 
nil. The chances for 
students of media 
or legal hypocrisy 


between the advertising copy and your red-faced stuttering 
excuses, lies what's missing. That staticy grey area where 
all your reasons and weak pathetic prayers swim and buzz and 
tweak: that impulse that allows for your knees on the floor 
in front of a thick HIV cock; the drive that makes those 
Sloppy few seconds the most important moments right there 
and then. The same colorless burn that makes you beg a 
nighttime voice -over and over and over- to allow you to 
forget what you did, to allow you to stop doing it ever 
again, to allow you the chance to prove yourself healthy 
this one last time. Head up, shoulders back, spine straight 
as you tuck it back in and walk out. He didn't have the 
right sized dick for the weight you're packing. And this 
time you just licked the shaft and the tip of the head. And 
there were no wet spots. Please, please, please. 

All those euphemisms. All those promises. Those chewable 
scars and uncontrollable twitches. Those embarrassments 
and ugly degenerate designs. All that quick hard copy: 

"Accounts of torture, murder, mutilation, abduction, 
sexual enslavement, and systematic attempts to impregnate 
-all in the name of "ethnic cleansing"- make for the 
grimmest of reading. However brutal and appalling the 
information conveyed here, this book cannot and should not 
be ignored." 

SLEAZY DUTCH SLUT TAKES ON 120 GUYS ALONE ...AND BEGS 
FOR MORE! WORLD RECORD BROKEN! IN 9 STRAIGHT HOURS -THAT'S 
ONE GUY EVERY 4.6 MINUTES! 

"A spellbinding account...Victims, survivors, detectives 
and villain; investigation and trial, every aspect of this 
unusual phenomenon is revealed and explored to enlighten 
all readers about this darkest of crimes." 

So easy. Lazy, rudimentary. The cheap deconstruction of 
base pimp language, or of puerile self-aggrandizing ration- 
alizations, says nothing of the lazer-like focus that melts 
one word into another to explode and expose those delicate 
paraphilias into fleshy acts of (pick one) righteous 
personal empowerment, sick debasement, self-hating misery, 
heady renegade radicalism (tribal, pagan, fat & lonely), 
or maybe ugly mindless egotistical rape. 

"I'm not a whore" says that smeared hole between its 
cum stinking nose and pearl necklace. 

So turn around. 

Bend over and choose a pit. Pick a favorite. Your 
warmest hairy bucket. Name the price for each one based on 
use and abuse, resilience, availability and demand. And on 
its most unique features. Its taut self-cleansing design 
and stapled centerfold appeal. Its face frying nose searing 
vein snapping cheapness and immediacy. 

It says Thank You. It means it. Right now, it means it 
perfectly. It wants what it wants into need. Its desire, its 
personality, its reality dictates a fat black boot scraped 
across its plastic tits and cherishes a gooey wad of yellow 
mucus spat directly into its face. It says Thank You again. 

It sucks money. À scratchy crumbled mash of dirty bills 
shoved straight into its gaping maw lips and drool. It spat 
out your cum and charged extra for a dug grope. 

You stretch-marked old whore. 

You black pig. 

You black crack addict beast. 

You glory hole worm. 


It burns all sorts of stories and information and select 


to fetishize Charlie, 
like Jones and Koresh, 
are much greater but 
no less insipid. The 
misanthropic reaction- 
aries who're looking 
to skewer Manson, 

like Altamont and The 
Stooges, onto the 

end of their sixties 
trip simply didn't 
know where to look 
during their winsome 
acid and pollen 

daze. 

Nevertheless, the 
Manson minions 
continue to loudly 
miss the point and 
mire the very 
clear waters with all 
sorts of christmas 
wrapped answers 
designed to provoke 
and placate their 
mothers and teachers 
all in one bug-eyed 
reversed swastika 
carved shot. 

DEATH TRIP, 
"Written, edited and 
compiled by Johnny 
Satan (Church of 
Pussycat )",and the 
COMMEMORATION cd 
offer, at least, 
more aggressive and 
less polite views 
of Manson and the 
circus that may or 
may not exist beyond 
simple sloppy 
confusion and tepid 
rationalizations. 
Both releases seem to 
suggest a greater 
concern with safe - 
values and moral 
equanimity. Though, 
at least in the case 
Of COMMEMORATION, that 
morality is specific 
and far from all- 
inclusive. 

Johnny Satan plays 
both sides, 
apologizing and 
explaining and feeding 
on all the 
apocalyptic media 
mantras one has come 


nineteen counts of intimidation, three counts of cutting telephone lines, two 
thefts, and twenty-seven aggravated robberies. He was convicted on 220 counts 
of the indictment. (Judge) McMonagle gave him 3,198 years -the longest sentence 
in Ohio history." 

UNFINISHED MURDER is Ronnie's story. How the young man lived his life in 
tune with his sexual mania. How he refused to get a real job because of his 
intense voyeuristic prowling schedule. How he never suffered for lack of girl- 
friends. How he stripped for bachelorette parties. How he had the warts on his 
dick removed. And through very impressive documentation, .how.he came to enjoy 
taking what he wanted and making what he wanted into very specific acts: 

"Then he pushed her to her.knees and raped'‘her every .way he knew how while 
she cried hysterically. During.the ordeal he commanded her,:*'Say "I love you'.' 

She could not. She was crying too hard." 

And the consequences of his tastes: 

"In the weeks after Ronnie raped her in he bathroom, Becky Roth could not 
force herself to strip off her clothes to take a shower. She hated being naked, 
and the thought of .stepping. ‘inside . ‘the. bathroom: ‘terrified: her: She: ‘talked -about it 
to her mom, who agreed to help her. First, Becky's father, ‘a wealthy businessman, 
installed a shower in a small second bathroom. For the: next few months, her 
mother drove each morning and stood outside the bathroom door while Becky 
showered in a SAR 

Focusing. d Qe CES 

""He told me he didn' t-want to leave: évidensd", she said. ‘He said to swallow 
it. I tried to spit it. -out and, hen potoga me if I. didn' t ‘swallow it, he would kill 
me. So I did.' " 2s i : 

Creating. Dod ES e - 

"Within weeks after the rape; Janis was well on her way to adding pounds onto 
her trim, 110-pound frame, having almost deliberately decided to make herself 
ugly. No one will ever look.at. me ‘twice, -she decided. She punished herself, 
giving up biking and exercise and. stuffing herself with junk food. She was so un- 
hinged by the rape that this destructive: strategy seemed like a smart thing to do." 

UNFINISHED MURDER touches on all the bases. Ronnie's background (albeit 
rendered somewhat Freudian), his. drives and lusty actions, his victims and their 
pain (the title will tell you the spin) and Ronnie's own thoughts and opinions. 
James Neff, the author of UNFINISHED. MURDER, wisely reports from the victims' 
side. He records the victims' expectations and desires as: expressed through their 
initial meeting with Ronnie Shelton's prosectors: | 

"Put him in a room with ali the.victims for a half hour. Torture. Death." 

"I was held at gunpoint and orally. raped. This bastard should never see the 
light of day!!!" 

"Death., Penis cut off beforehand." .. m 

"Since death isn't possible, the absolute maximum. 

"I do not want to plea bargain. What he has done not only to me but to the 
other women, we will probably never forget. We will be scarred for life. I feel he 
should pay for this -with his life." 

And the prosecution is careful to remind. the girls that.they can always try 
to sue Ronnie Shelton in civil court:.. ` : I © 

"I think in five, ten years, that: will be the trend in this country. I don't 
think you'll recover anything, but if he ever inherits anything, you'll have a 
claim." 

Makes sense. Kathy Willets, haggard and worn, says: 

"I'm tellin' you that every woman sells her body someway, somehow." 

Jeff Willets would concur. Seymore and his Shane certainly would as well. 
That stretched flesh rag mother to 120 cocks in one night would also have to 
squeal in the affirmative. 

Bet Ronnie wouldn't think he was only arguing over price. Nor would the many 
contributors to MASS RAPE, or its editor Alexandra Stiglmayer. 

Do you know what I mean when I use the words "offensive", "disgusting" and 
"nauseating"? Do you know the difference between a pig and a dog? Do you, papa? 
Do you, comrade? Do you know the incredible importance of getting exactly what 
you pay for? 


bonus of carting his wife, Shane, around -offering her up like any other Italian 
pimp would- the material action is still ages away from the immediate cutting 
brutality of Ugly George or Jamie Gillis. It's all pose and fantasy made pose 

and slightly sweaty and any cracks in the mirror would only frustrate the gloss 
and friendly design. Like maybe Shane and Seymore, given their athletic good 
looks and spry young enthusiasm, might just find Kathy Willets physically 
repulsive. Her sun dried leathery flesh and pancake sucking wrinkles. Her sad 
Floridian hospitality and next door neighbor gin and tonic smile and flutter. 

Her unctious slurps and giving bestiality, her heart squeezing, lung sucking red- 
faced moans and withered old dog ‘fuck afd spludge rolls. ` 

Sucking cock in a bathroom. Getting her:spindky‘old thirty-seven year old 
slash banged behind a garbage dump. Taking a dildo and cum and balls and cunt 
and offering her scars and skin cancer and platinum dye and cheap sparkling 
jewelry up for sale, cheap, for "2HR 8MIN RUNNING TIME" and just what will she 
do next week. More Geraldo. More INSIDE EDITION. More Porno box covers and 
convention autographs. À few B-movies intended for cable and the breast . 
obsessed nerds who saw the.pig shots in DRACULINA and: PREVUE should be good for 
a couple days worth of pork scratchings, shrimp and hotel room vodka. 

Degenerate whores. 

"Actual rapes of Muslim and Croatian women by-Serbiàn soldiers, filmed as they 
happen, have been shown on the evening news in Banja Luka, a Serbian-occupied city 
in western Bosnia-Herzegovina. The women were presented as Serbian and as being 
raped by Muslim or Croatian men. In September 1992 one-woman about age fifty, 
entirely naked and with visible bruises, was shown -being raped on television. 

A Serbian cross hung around her neck; the rapist -using a term for Serbian 
fascist collaborator that has become a badge of pride among Serb forces- cursed 
her Chetnik mother; someone was yelling 'harder*. Thé: verbal abuse was dubbed 
-and unmistakably Serbian in intonation and usage. The man's face was not 
visible, but the woman's was. In another televised rape a few days later, a 

woman near age thirty-five ‘with short, dark hair, was shown on the ground; her 
hands were spread and tied to a tree, her. legs tied to lier hands. Many men watched 
her raped in person; thousands more watched her raped on télevision. This time, 
in an apparent technical lapse, about four or five seconds of actual sound track 
was aired: "Do you want sex, Ustasha? Do you like Serbian stud horses?' Earlier 
in the war, according. to As ja Armanda of the Kareta Feminist. Group, a news report 
showed Serbian tanks roiling in to "cleanse*: a Vi nee: rs tanks were plastered 
with pornography." : -= 

(Catharine A. MacKinnon, "Turning: Rape into Pornography" ;: MASS RAPE) 

Hardly worth the trouble; the fault must certainly lay with the drunken 
beast spewing Shakespearean epithets rather than the protector of the pit. She 
deserves a damn good dressing down. She deserves a hard-slap across her laughing 
barking safe face. She deserves a sharpened screwdriver dragged upward from the 
inside of that fat fleshy cunt straight up through that stringy neck and back 
down into her spinal column. Who controls the scene, who defines the dynamics? 
Who names the price, creates the demand and worries about the worth? 

And the sweating, panting line of dogs sitting still and as polite as they 
can just ábout force,as the yeasty paste and bloody crumbling mistake is 
paraded before them, focus and weigh their chances: 

When is a woman not à whore. When does she not sell herself. How can one 
help the earth mother act naturally. 

"Lee turned to a friend. 'The guy stole away my sex life for the rest of my 
life. I will never be able to have it spontaneous like it used to be when we 
first got married. That son of a bitch stole that, and I will never let him 
forget that. I don't care what the judicial system says, if he gets out he ain't 
going nowhere else. I mean they are still looking for Hoffa, and they want to 
find him. They dug up golf courses and housing developments looking for that 
guy, and nobody gives a shit about this Ronnie Shelton.'" 

Ronnie Shelton raped at least thirty women in a five year period. 

"Shelton was found guilty of forty-nine rapes (he raped some of the victims 
more than once during an assault), twenty-nine aggravated burglaries, eighteen 
felonious assaults, sixty counts of gross sexual imposition, twelve kidnappings, 


favorite scenes behind that puffy creviced and drawn face. 
Dead eyes, acne scars, loose hung lips and arm-length 
bruises. Its got a baby or two back home with a retard's 
hole in its 1ungs or its heart or its diapers and it can 
barely breathe at times. 

And it'11 be: Its mother was a whore. Out on the 
streets, up in Indiana or near the Calumet City strip. 
Trash. Niggers. Mamas. Babies. Business lunch unwashed cocks 
in rank urinals and jiggle your tits up a bit you fucking 
pig. Its tasted all lines of long meat with crabs and 
disease and bad intentions long before it got caught up in 
carrying that rat tumour with itty bitty legs and innocent 
eyes and crawling needs and flesh destroying sucks. Before 
it took hold and never let go. 

He got me drunk, Dad. 

I think this may be it. ; 

How do you confuse that idea in your teenage head to 
that act in your middie-aged crotch. Nice tits, nice conver- 
sation, nice kempt bush that smells only slightly less 
sulphuric than the rotting bowels of your pig mother's or 
that fat cunt that figures she was used or did you a favor. 

Under those lights set up at the foot of the big bed, 
you can see everything she is. Even underneath those cheap 
cliche'd suburban fantasy rags that'll surely appeal to 
every Freudian retiree ever to open up an issue of TV 
DOMINA. Underneath those throaty slurping gum smacking burps 
and lip pops and those irritating face chewing crows-feet 
and that full paste splash of Max Factor cow lard. 

Rub it all in. 

Scrub it all off. 

Shower it all down the watery drain, close your eyes and 
try to forget. Or pray it'll work out. Or pray to be un- 
infected. Or that it doesn't matter. Or escape how you were, 
how you are, what you need, what you want, when you can get 
some help. À dog pat, a stern talking to, a vaseline'd 
romance, a few fucking days alone without some huge fucking 
waste lying on top of your soft bones and fragile soul, 
humping and spitting and mauling all over you. Don't get 
caught, please don't let them arrest me. 

Work it out. Shake it off. Come on, honey, share your 
story. 

This will realiy make you sick. 

'Cause it sounds so true. 

"This is also rape made especially exciting for the 
perpetrators by knowing that there are no limits on what 
they can do, by knowing that these women can and will be 
raped to death. Although the orders provide motivation 
enough, the rapes are made sexually enjoyable, irresistable 
even, by the fact that the women are about to be sacrificed, 
by the powerlessness of the women and children in the face 
of their imminent murder at the hands of their rapists. This 
is murder as the ultimate sexual act. 

"It will not help to say that this is violence, not sex, 
for the men involved. When the men are told to take the 
women away and not bring them back, first they rape them, 
then they kill them, and then sometimes rape them again and 
cut off their breasts and tear out their wombs. One woman 
was allowed to live only as long as she kept her Serbian 
captor hard all night orally, night after night after night, 
from midnight to 5:00 AM. What he got was sex for him. The 
aggression was the sex." 


to expect and avoid 
for some time now: 

"IT am just a 
mirror', Manson says 
over and over. 'Any- 
thing you see in me 
is in you'. He says it 
so often it becomes 
an evasive action. 
I'm rubber and you're 
glue. But there's a 
truth there nonethe- 
less. 

"The society may be 
disgusted and 
horrified by Charles 
Manson, but it is the 
Society's perverted 
system of penal 
"rehabilitation", its 
lust for vengeance 
and cruelty, that 
created him." 

DEATH TRIP (Death 
Valley Books) 
collects Mr. Satan's 
opinions and con- 
clusions alongside 
photos and interviews 
with Manson and The 
Family. 

COMMEMORATION 
(White. Devil Records) 
is a much more pure 
release. "Commem- 
orating sixty years 


Of struggle against 


cowardice, stupidity 
and lies", this 
cd is nothing but 
Manson singing from 
the Vacaville 
Medical Facility in 
California. The 
compilers of this 
release are joined 
with Manson in out- 
look and philosophy 
so,tidiculous as it 
all is, at least one 
is spared the airy 
pontifications and 
cheezy metaphors of 
art school misfits 
and Research faggots. 
James Mason, author 
of SIEGE (Storm 
Books) writes "Here 
is life and hope" in 
the liner notes, and 
Michael M. Jenkins 


(Catharine A. MacKinnon, Genocide, and Women's 
Rights", MASS RAPE) 

Àm I doing it right? 

Is this the way? The right speed? The perfect functional 
rhythm and image? 

You pregnant pig. You fat beast -your fake glowing 
radiance, your fecal disease, your gross femaleness. You old 
shitting cow. Prostitute. 

DUTCH TREAT is a particularly offensive video. Simply 
disgusting. Nauseating. A two hour documentary shot at a 
sex club in Amsterdam -CLUB DE ZAAR- covering a "sex 
marathon". And whatever the reason, the idea was to break a 
world record for most fucks in a row. One bone-skinny dutch 
slag with gelatinous whorey breasts, shaved cunt and a red 
feathered face mask plops her calcium poor frame into a 
medical chair, places her gangly legs in abortion-style 
stirrups and spreads all she has to offer to one hundred and 
twenty losers with hollywood loaves at the ready. The dogs 
line up at the side where just before meeting the quim 
queen they are fluffed by a team of three hookers -also 
wearing face masks- whose job is to get the dicks up and 
lubed into condoms. Each male -fat, bald, loose, skinny, 
tattooed, hairy, desperate, pathetic, brain-dead- takes a 
turn at the hole. Spending just a few quick pumps and 
groans before effortlessly pulling out and stumbling away. 
One after another, these sterilized reasonless half-hard 
cocks enter this pig's grotesque corpse, stare stupidly at 
the smiling divot, grind their blotchy nakedness into 
another for mere seconds, flop out hard and slimy, then 
teeter out across the hot stage into their trembling hands. 
The punctured whore sometimes rubs the men's sides, some- 
times pats their asses, but always smiles and talks and 
giggles while the portly beery faces eek in closer and 
closer, their minds set to the same setting as a mangy 
mutt in heat dry humping an old man's pants in the middle of 
a crowded party. The cunt also constantly licks her fingers 
and slathers her itchy bald meat slash. One after another 
after another in far too rapid a succession, barely hard 
jutting cocks enter, slide and slip into that greasy 
mother's hole. Without comprehension. Without design. 
Without violence. In ugly pantomime of every sad primal 
excuse ever dreamed up or hoped for by every lovely loveless 
fat cunt with an ax to grind or a story to sell. Behavioral, 
biological, instinctual, spiritual -a line of one hundred 
and twenty gawking zombies slowly lumbering up for a fast 
taste of some rotting fleshy womb. Politely waiting their 
turn; their chance at mother nature and all its sick smelly 
menstruating warmth. This time free of diseases thanks to 
latex. This time free of want and need and manipulation 
thanks to the assembly line manners. This time free of age 
and entropy and disgust thanks to phony smiles born of 
stupidity rather than denial. And this time free of danger 
and pain thanks to no-one. 

"Those who inquire about the reasons for rape run up 
against a confusion of myths and ideologies. The most 
popular and effective myth is that rape has to do with an 
uncontroilable male drive that, insofar as it is not 
restrained by culture, has to run its course in a manner 
that is unfortunate, to be sure, but also unavoidable. This 
is predicated on the "pressure-cooker" theory of male 
nature. According to this idea men are finally not the lords 


"Rape, 


adds "Singing and 
strumming, Manson is 
free". 

Some may find the 
pleasures to be found 
in listening to 
Manson singing in 
jail, or for that 
matter rambling in 
any of the inter- 
views contained in 
DEATH TRIP, to be 
rooted in exactly 
the opposite impulse. 

Which is rather 
more Nietzschean than 
John Aes-Nihil would 


. understand. 


"At first, I found 
the examination of my 
paraphilic fantasies 
discouraging. My penis 
wouldn't swell, nor 
could I achieve an 
orgasm without mental 
scenes of ephebophilic 
girls being spanked. 
In some scenarios, I 
was being spanked by 
a dominatrix. But 
there was the 
possibility that I 
might discover some- 
thing new about the 
paraphilias, so I 
continued my research 
into my own para- 
philia. Alas, I also 
realized that millions 
of women suffer 
because of men who 
are paraphiles. Fre- 
quently I was thank- 
ful that I was not a 
paraphilic rapist, 
murderer and so on. 
Although it wasn't 
much of an option or 
alternative, my 
paraphilic lust was 
based on subjective 
or objective spanking, 
mostly." 

(Ronald W. Keyes & 
John Money, THE 
ARMED ROBBERY ORGASM, 
Prometheus, 1993) 
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of their own manor. They are seen as involuntary victims of their violent and 
instinctive nature. The advantage of this theory is that it relieves the 
individual of responsibility for his actions and exculpates him for the use of 
sexual violence. In fact, there are good reasons to assume that rapes do not have 
much to do with either nature or with sexuality. Rather, they are acts of extreme 
violence implemented, of course, by sexual means. Studies show that rape is not 
an aggressive manifestation of sexuality, but rather a sexual manifestation of 
aggression. In the perpetrator's psyche it serves no sexual purpose but is the 
expression of rage, violence, and dominance over a woman. At issue is her 
degradation, humiliation, and submission. To be sure, this violent act is carried 
out by sexual means." 

(Ruth Seifert, "War and Rape, À Preliminary Analysis", MASS RAPE) 

Kathy Willets warned of her only logical worth in the 21st issue of DRACULINA: 

"Yes, I have considered doing adult movies. I'm presently working on a 
contract. I want to try and do my life story based on my sexual experiences 
again. I have a lot of friends in this field and if you take what you do 
seriously and keep a level head there is no limit as to how far you can go." 

Through the eyes of her lawyer, Ellis Rubin, Kathy Willets seemed to have a 
problem with labels: 

"Oh, my God, Mr. Rubin, don't let them put me in jail, please, please... 
Ellis, don't let them put me in jail," she begged between sobs. "I will die if 
I have to go to jail", and, finally, "Please don't let them call me a whore, I 
can't stand it!" 

And again: 

"I'm not a whore. I've never been a whore. I'm not a prostitute. I'm a very 
sweet, nice, loving person, and I refuse to let them call me a whore." 

KATHY, A CASE OF NYMPHOMANIA,written by Rubin, is on the whole, a forgettable 
and fairly worthless book. Being as it is a lawyer's blatant attempt to rebuild 
a reputation left in legal tatters as a result of his involvement with Jim and 
Kathy Willets. Jim and Kathy, Talk Show and tabloid TV fans will remember, were 
a couple of "swingers" who were arrested in Florida in 1991 over their exploits 
involving pimping and prostitution, surreptitious video and wire taping, and 
possible blackmail. Ellis Rubin, a famous and flamboyant lawyer from the area, 
delivered the excuse that the prostitute in question, Kathy Willets, actually 
suffered from nymphomania and the $150 -200 she charged for a pop in her 
tacky suburban home/cunt were gifts from grateful admirers. And the detailed 
records and videotapes her husband kept (recorded from behind the slats of their 
bedroom closet) could have been anything from fetishy memories to guards against 
blackmail. Mr. Rubin later joined the legal fray himself when his (and his 
lawyer sons') antics regarding the sale of the Willetses' videos to INSIDE 
EDITION were called. into question. Which is why KATHY, A CASE OF NYMPHOMANIA is 
a ridiculous puff piece that shines lovely on Rubin and his excuses while 
taking the obvious jabs at Kathy and her husband. Jim: demonically cold and 
abusive and, in every way, a manipulative self-interested lazy pimp, and Kathy: 
a drunk, loud suburban ageing mother, less a slut than a complicitous pawn 
driven by cheap TV and supermarket make-over tastes. 

| "The depositions went on; the Johns told the prosecutors stories of a woman 
who was a long way from a seasoned prostitute ...she looked more like a woman 
looking for love -confused by sex, love and the actions of her husband." 

A11 the peccadillos, all the little smarmy details about big bruises on hard 
squeezed fake silicone tits, nipple rings, cock sizes, anal penetrations and 
back seat blow jobs are nothing more than tiny boring excursions into otherwise 
empty brains and all the worse for the moral posturing and petty apologizing TV 
cameras and Jewish lawyers force as an absolute requirement. 

Nevertheless, the background, pulled out in tiny specks and pellets from a 
huge mound of cold shit, is necessary to complete the picture that only slightly 
begins to form in SEYMORE & SHANE MEET KATHY WILLETS -THE NAUGHTY NYMPH. Our 
Kathy's debut porn-for-the-public release. 

Seymore Butts is another of the hand cam documentors who, sired by John 
Stagliano (Buttman), offers a phony but largely edit-free.series of near-public 
(or at least, as-it-happens) assignations. And while Seymore has the dubious 
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DOGS 2. 


From jail, Dennis Nilsen recently talked with Jeff 
Edwards of London's DAILY MIRROR. Nilsen told Edwards about 
the penile plethysmography tests he's been submitting to: 

"They've got this device whereby you are wired up by a 
ring on your penis which is wired to a monitor which also 
records your pulse rate, brain activity, how much you sweat, 
etc. 

"You sit in a chair for about one and a half hours and 
view pictures and active scenarios on video whereby you 
aroused." 

Nilsen has viewed a wide range of porno tapes and stills 
that included child pornography. But Nilsen says he only 
"shocked" doctors by responding more to pictures of females 
than to pictures of males. He also confessed to a greater 
desire for verisimilitude: 

"The last half was very amateur video, a male and female 
scenario. 

"He comes home, 
kitchen sink. 

"They fondle a bit and he ends up having sex with her on 
the sofa. Well, it's only simulated sex actually. 

"It's done in such a way it's almost funny because it is 
like someone has stuck a video camera in someone's front 
room. 

"The participants are far from being academy award 
material. Where it ceased to be believable at all was in the 
next scenario where the same man goes into the same kitchen 
and sneaks up on the same woman and attacks her in a rape 
scene. 

"But it's done in such a clumsy fashion you can see it's 
faked. You don't believe in the credibility of what you're 
watching. 


you 
are 


goes up to the wife who's busy at the 


Dennís Nilsen has 
a possible explana- 
tion for his curious 
heterosexual response 
during the penile 
plethysmography tests: 

"It was most odd. 
But even in my gay 
life I tended to be 
attracted exclusively 
to effeminate males. 

"What attracted me 
to them was the 
feminine signals they 
gave off. 

"I was never 
attracted to big 
butch gay men." 

Nilsen says the 
doctors have a 
different explanation: 

"They accused me 
of being a closet 
heterosexual, of 
putting on a gay 
mantle for psycho- 
logical reasons going 
back to my childhood, 
i.e. fear of my 
mother or whatever... 
having been brought 
up in an all female 
household perhaps." 

Sylvére Lotringer, 
in his book OVER l 
EXPOSED (Pantheon, 
1988), wrote about the 
penile plethysmography 
tests, as well as the 
other (then) newer 
Clorkwork Orange- 
style tests that 
sought to define 
"perverse" sexual data 
into minute specifics 
for purposes of 
aversion therapy and 
treatment. Lotringer 
intervíewed one 
doctor who explained 
the minefield that is 


"You could watch the opening shots from the film ‘Basic 
Instinct' for example, and really that's much more believ- 
able. The film I saw was so bad it failed to have any 
impact. He was supposed to be beating her up and he was 
supposed to be strangling her, but you could see it was all 
fake," 

HIDDEN HOLOCAUST? consists mainly of actual documents 
relating to the Nazi persecution of homosexuals during the 
years 1933-45. Its reliance on cold hard facts helps to 
define the Third Reich concern with Volk and the 
elimination of dissent, rather than the more typically mis- 
understood psych-definitions of closeted homophobia born of 


repression, deníal and inadequacy. Its specificity 
translates to claustrophobia, its singular focus into 
fetishism. 


THE BUCHENWALD REPORT throws a wider net but spends a 


greater amount of attention to each little particular catch. 


Luminaries like the kapo Herzog and the lusty Ilse Koch, 
only mentioned briefly in HIDDEN HOLOCAUST?, are here poked 
and prodded into fantastic fleshy beasts. Comprised 
primarily of the full and unexpurgated report that formed 
Eugen Kogon's classic THE THEORY AND PRACTICE OF HELL, THE 
BUCHENWALD REPORT is an excited pig in the mud. The old guy 
that, after cumming once on the face of his whore, goes 
back again for another crack. Immediately. Another hole. 
Another review of the same information for more divination 
and satisfaction. In the same old filthy pit. 


CHILDREN IN THE HOLOCAUST AND WORLD WAR II -THEIR SECRET 


DIARIES is even more specific than HIDDEN HOLOCAUST?. Its 
purview is obvious, but channeled directly into precise 
frames, tastes and conclusions. 
soft focus those dark and tattered photos of lost innocence 
and strangled hope. The last chances, the raped and defiled 
purity and all the marks of failure forever negated into 
safe and meaningless memories. And, of course, those little 
personalities that spirit far above the physical check- 
lists of partners and possible adversaries into dreams: 


attainable yet crushable, crying dreams that are forced into 


confessing their ugly vulnerability and half-formed worth. 

And THE COMFORT WOMEN. Add the feminist concern that 
would be obvious. And the safe political maneuvering that 
justifies the complaint, purpose, outrage and finally, the 
details: The corporality of THE BUCHENWALD REPORT. The 
frenetic dedication to fact in HIDDEN HOLOCAUST?. And the 
delight in fevered selection that is CHILDREN IN THE HOLO- 
CAUST AND WORLD WAR II -THEIR SECRET DIARIES. The story of 
the "seX slaves of the Japanese Imperial Forces" changes 
nothing but the combination that becomes greater than all 
the parts. 

The personality gets thinner and thinner. The scope is 
narrowed and, hopefully, continuously defined. Not re- 
worked but guided and pounded and crushed into smaller and 
smaller bits. 

There is no such thing as soul. 

There is no such thing as future that doesn't exist 
right now,before these eyes. 

. And that Floridian hog with her face and brain caked in 
lard and liquor slaps another fat wet cock into her sick 
existence. And the cock tries to concentrate and enjoy the 
slurping, jiggling and dirty little words and thoughts of 


the pig beneath it. 


The supposed emotions that ' 


the connection 
between pornography 
and fantasy: 

"It'S too hard to 
work with slides. I 
want to get away from 
that kind of complex- 
ity, to something 
simple where I can 
either prove or dis- 
prove. We find that 
(audio) tapes are 
much more effective 
in discriminating 
between deviant and 
nondeviant arousal. 

If you get aroused to 
slides, you may get 
aroused to ALL the 
slides. But if you 
listen to the tapes, 
you tend to be aroused 
only to those tapes 
that are related to 
your fantasy. If you 
get aroused, for 
instance, to tapes 
with sex that's not 
violent, when the 
violent tapes come on, 
you don't get aroused 
at all. However, with 
the slides, you might 
get aroused to the 
image of a woman being 
tied down. You might 
not be aroused to the 
sight of ropes, but 
to the sight of 

naked breasts." 

Context, then, is 
not everything. Not 
for the desperate. 

Not for a paraphiliac. 
Not for a size queen.. 
Not for a sneaky 
little pedophile who 
knows the full worth 
of a day at the beach. 

It depends on how 
you're looking at what 
you're looking for. 
And there's alot to 
look at. And through. 

The titles that run 
through THE BUCHENWALD 
REPORT read like 
smutty little Boyd 
McDonald-isms from 
the pages of STH: 


STARVED TO DEATH IN 


All the way in and down into that black throat, pushing down on that fat thick 
baby tongue. And making a hook with my fingers. Inside that mouth. My thumb on 
your little chin. My fucking filthy hand that smells like a gross fucking 
sandwich, fat meat, cheese and lard, greasy potato chips or my just pissed balls 
all inside your face. Covering the bottom of your head, the mouth you use to 

beg with. The mouth and chin you might try and laugh with when -what- when momma 
lets you off the leash just before bedtime you little flesh trader? 

Would you like some money in that cup? 

Would you like something to eat -something to crumble and place through those 
little puffed chub cheeks and gentle mouth, soft lips and pushy colorless eyes? 
Make a kiss. Wipe the spit off a little, honey. Close those burning eyes. Close 
your eyes. Try and smile. There there. Would you like something to fill that 
tight pulling forming little girl's belly. That thin flat stomach just there with 
a firm but loving Stinging loud slap. À pat and rub. And fingers that can't wait 
to crawl a little lower. Retract. And inside. And a bit higher across the front 
to that bony chest and slowly compress all that taut flesh that'll just split 
and pull and scrape across those bones and pumping fist-sized heart and girly 
baby dirty thin skin. 

I like the fingers back in your mouth, little dear. I like my thumb maybe 
forcing hard down into your wet nestled tongue and seeing those tears start in 
the lower edges of your muddy glass eyes. Stare right back at me and think of 
the money or your momma or aunt or hunchbacked papa or whatever goes with that 
incorrect existence. Think of handing over that money. Of those huge ugly 
seething smoking jailers spending that money. Think of them wiping out the cold 
insides of your mouth and cunt. Looking for bruises on your chest and throat. 
Flat on your back, up at the ceiling, now towards the sides, now down, looking 
at the blood that burst behind your worthless big baby eyes. Cleaning you up. 
Washing me off. Spitting and swallowing it out. Towelling you off. 

I don't need to know. I don't need to understand any facts, details or 
ridiculous attempts at truth. 

And I don't want you to be subhuman, sweetheart. I'm not interested in 
touching anything I didn't touch long before entering. Entering the whole deal. 
You're special, yes indeed. But not because of anything you, or the people who 
sell you, do. 

That cute pointing gesture and hung lazy begging mouth, cheap glint and 
board navel that points to a gaping ...um, bloody coke bottled ripped scar and 
bite marks and a slippery wet set of mucous drenched fingers and spit and piss 
and momma's umbilical bleed and shit and crybaby screams and deep howls and 
confusion and hate and bright white black punches, kicks and cum has absolutely 
nothing to do with what you offer either way. 

I held that personality in my hand -your personality- in my hand before I 
walked in here and saw that small motion walking behind me. Tugging at my sleeve. 
Being so impolite and forceful and demanding and bad needy. So professional. 

" "These two girls were somewhere between fifteen and twenty-two years old. One 
of them had brown hair, the other black. They had clothes on, and they had bruises 
on their faces like someone had hit them. The other guys pushed them down on the 
ground and held their arms down. And I pulled up their skirts, but they didn't 
have anything on underneath, no underwear, and I had to rape them. It was just 
like that, more or less for appearances sake....How can I say this? I didn't feel 
anything while I was doing it, it was only a little, each one a little bit, I 
didn't come. The other guys were laughing the whole time and shouting out dumb 
things, 'Hey, looky here, go to it', and things like that, but I wasn't really 
listening closely. The girls were crying the whole time." 

(Slobodan Panic quoted by Alexandra Stigimayer,"The Rapes In Bosnia-Herzegovina", 
MASS RAPE) 

"One morning I decided to cut off all my hair and make myself look as 
unattractive as possible. I cut my hair until I was quite bald. 'No one would 
like me like this', I thought. But of course, it did not help me one bit. The 
rumour spread that one of the girls had cut off all her hair, and it turned me 
into a curiosity object." 

(Jan Ruff, THE COMFORT WOMEN) 


was any other time. The number, the smiles and buddy pats, 
line generosity, the stretches and fast absent-minded tugs, 
che Slop and depressingly small amount of sweat. The worn 
red scratched cunt that's never quite as clear as it should 
be: puffed out and swollen and blistered and infected. And 
black hell hole hung drawn open. Collapsed. Raw. Fevered 
and discharging and seeping and bleeding and scraped all 
inside and out. Pap smear pig. À fucking black tomb, not 

a lazy temple. À sewer, a urinal, a wet rag not a safe 
polite gift. A tawdry protocol. The care for the queen, the 
porno industry back talk and self-aggrandizement, the sick 
hookers and simple trade impulses are all next to nothing 
given the difference between value and price. 

And that value that doesn't matter in the slightest to 
the horny dogs lined up panting. Boystown. Dead ahead lies 
cunt. UAM. d 
When do you learn not to? 

These gypsy mothers look to send their little children 
around. In a dirty train station in Paris -immaculate by 
American standards- Gare du Nord or Gare de Lyon or wher- 
ever- these filthy little sheet wrapped demons ply their 
trade. A very young boy, maybe eight, and a couple of older 
but barely twelve year old girls walk next to you as you 
Check out the departure times on one of the overhanging 
boards. They tug on your sleeve and motion to their mouths; 
point to their skinny bellies completely covered by their 
fucking pastel bed sheets. They're very persistent. Again, 
not at all like what Americans are used to. They're 
muttering in French over and over, pointing at their open 
mouths with hang-dog eyes and begging for money and food. 

Dirty little rats. Darling little urchins. Special 
little devils. Flat dark complexions with a little Gallic, 
a little soot and a little professional cartoon sympathy. 

À perfect package of abuse think the christians among the 

pack. À perfect package of annoying gall think the fat. A 

perfect picture of little fuckable screaming flesh for the 
right price dreams the degenerate. 

Chubby cheeks. How much would your cow mother sell that 
face to me for? If I could trust the ridiculous situation 
or the wretched circumstance. Or the mind freezing fear and 
Spine shortening lust. In one of the dank bathrooms maybe? 
That's not what you want, is it, you greasy little package 


of manicured wolf. Your new teeth and do you get a chance to 


play at night or in the very early morning? Where? Inside 


some fucking tent or something? Some ghetto? With some hairy 


freak and fat mama vodka fucks in the bed by your soft tiny 
black haired head. Your dreamy round frightened face. How 
much to unwrap that carpet? That mile long towel that hides 
and advertises those harsh bones and mosquito bites. 

I like the finger pointing to that deep black mouth, 
sweetheart. 

And the childish digit to the tummy as well. The large 
eyes, imitating entreaty and careful pout. Those cheeks are 
Simply perfect. I see that impulse, I see that move, you 
know -my fat dirty knuckle eczematous long finger jutting 
into that lipped open wet hole. Those soft pinkish lips. 
Everything so small and hung dead in an open loll. Those 
Stubby teeth that I scratch and push further -gently, 
Slowly- staring at that fucking martian face and money gape 
sucking in every long second. Knowing and feasting on every 
blank empty feature in that little girl destroyed face. 


QUEEN. 

SPLIT is directed 
by Andrew Weeks and 
Ellen Fisher Turk, 
written by Dan 
Chayefsky and released 
by Waterbearer Films. 
SPLIT collects an 
impressive wealth of 
film, fashion photo- 
graphy, interviews 
and barroom home 
movies shot by friends 
and fans of Chrysis, 
as well as video- 
taped interviews with 
its close pals. Sadly, 
all concerned miss 
the point: 

Justin Davis re- 
Calls: 

"She did the old men 
for money. I mean, she 
needed alot of money. 
Sequins, glitter, 
wigs, eyelashes, cars, 
She needed to get 
around. And she didn't 
get around like a 
tramp on the west side 


highway. 'Cause she 
wasn't." 

And (please) David 
Glamamore: 


"The people that 
like drag queens are, 
most of the time, the 
Sickest people in the 
world." 

Maybe the fact that 
that's all you hear 
about that specific 
reality, and all the 
rest is about the 
glory and bravery 
of such a special 
and unique "person- 
ality", says more 
than you can Know by 
simple anecdotes. 
Maybe the clean wash 
of eulogies and polite 
company that looks 
the other way is 
exactly the context 
shit stained needles 
and peeling fleshy 
wax and fucked out 


holes and blank minds 
beg for and deserve. 


And represent. 


When did you learn not to? 


Where? From whom? When you line up. And wait. 

When did you learn your manners? Where did you learn to 
wait your turn and what to do? How to towel her off and care 
for her; how to Keep your cool and relax and line up. 

When did you learn not to turn that open gash into a dry 
scraped red worn wound? When did you learn to spit on your 
fingers and to rub grease into that fucking sewer so you 
won't tear the thin skin off your cock when you slam in and 
out of that seething mother's organ. 

That technique that you so naturally apply to your wrist 
and fingers as you move effortlessly about your burning 
hard-on, positioning yourself to ejaculate onto her sweaty 


moaning 


How do you quell your disgust? 

How do you know when you've hit the right position? When 
you've got your clotted load into her eyes, nose and lovely, 
straight down her skinny throat down into her sick 


lovely, 
gullet. 
How 
How 
How 


You 


When did you learn not to turn this train into something 
real? Something violent and satisfying? 

When did you learn not to slam one after another into 
that great fat pit as she's being kept flat down by her 
ankles and wrists? With another choking her, maybe, and 
smashing her teeth into jagged bits ripping down into her 
bloody sputtering gagging wet throat if she fucking dares 
to nip your hot dick as you stuff it all full into that 


bawling 


When did you learn to care for your sisters? 


And 


How do you fight that impulse? How do you feed that 


nature? 


Careful not to step in that shit. 
How do you know when to stop? How do you know when she's 
just about dead? When have you really had enough? Your fill? 


whore's head. 


Her womb. Her hole. 
do you function? 
do you work it all out? 


do you know when to spin her around and apply a 
little more mucous into that fecal abscess and plunge 
her whole boned body. Did you cum yet? You squirting freak 
pig? You fucking pig. Did you feel that tiny twitch that 
makes your joints ache, nipples harden and face flush? You 
fat beast, you hole waiting to happen. 


Slag. 


pleading spitted mouth. 


keep your distance? 


What you deserve? 


Cheap street slut, 


it all? 


"We are led into a large courtyard, not far from the 

no doubt, because there are railroad tracks 
and freight cars. We are ordered to climb in. And the 
soldiers push, hit, demand that we climb in faster. Where is 
Mama? What will happen to them all? I weep. What have I 
done? What have Mama and the others done? Where does this 
barbarous hatred come from, the rage to exterminate us 


train station, 


because 


"The train is moving. We are rolling...and Mama? Where 
is she? Why did they separate us? Even dying, I would be 
less afraid if we were together." 


we are Jews? 


just asking for it. Waiting to be 

filled and completed and paid. That yes. That offer. That 

Sly acquiescence. That honest mutuality, that cheap cunt. 
And when do you learn to look back and make sense of 


A CRATE 

ANIMALS LIVED BETTER 
THAN HUMANS 

MASSEUR TO THE SS 

HUMAN REMAINS IN THE 
SEWERS 

SS SADISTS 

BURIED ALIVE 

STORIES ABOUT THE 
WHIPPING BLOCK 

Billy Miller has 
taken over as editor 
of STH now that Boyd 
McDonald is dead. 
Issue #61 celebrates 
the 25th anniversary 
of STH ('69-'94) 
and among the 
usual tea-room 
tallies and cock and 
screw obsessiveness, 
is a brief eulogy 
for Boyd: 

"He loved: teenage 
boys of alli colors 
and persuasions, 
Central Park, 
cigarettes, coffee, 
his niece, classical 
literature (although 
his idea of 
'classical' was some- 
times a bit odd), Mae 
West, Gary Cooper, 
Bob Mizer's photo- 
graphs, black humor, 
bodily secretions, 


cookies, underwear, 


the news, crotch 
watching, the under- 
Class and foul 
language." 

Someone at Award 
Films International 
may know something 
about specifics. And 
targets. And more 
than simple demo- 
graphics. Or it might 
be coincidence. Or 
really good fucking 
luck for those silent 
members of the "sexual 
underground" who are 
dedicated enough to 
only see ART in the 
most prurient sense. 
The coming attraction 
trailers that precede 
the newest Award Films 
International video 


(Macha Rolnikas, Lithuania, 14 years old, CHILDREN IN THE 
HOLOCAUST AND WORLD WAR II -THEIR SECRET DIARIES) 

"As I have always stressed in my reports, sex crimes are 
not subsiding in this district. Proceedings were taken not 
only under $5175, 176 sect. 1 no. 3 of the Penal Code but 
also SS172, 173, 177, 182 and 183. The shamelessness of 
men with unnatural tendencies is shown by a case in which 
two men relieved each other in a wine bar in the presence of 
other customers. In another case a homosexual in a public 
house followed a non-commissioned officer who was a complete 
stranger to him into the toilets. There he took the other's 
hand and guided it to his sex organ. Later it was possible 
to arrest under SS175, 3d of the Penal Code a head waiter 
who had earlier been active in Zeulenroda. He must be de- 
clared a thoroughly dangerous 'friend' of young people." 
(Gera Chief Prosecutor, Gera, 16 March 1938, HIDDEN HOLO- 
CAUST?) 

"At the special request of Frau Koch, a private riding 
hall was constructed in the first year of the war. A huge, 
costly wooden building was erected, rectangular in form, 
approximately 120 by 300 feet and a good 60 feet high; it 
was decorated inside with wall mirrors, as in a riding 
school. Construction had to be accelerated to such an extent 
that up to thirty prisoners were fatally injured or driven 
to their deaths as they worked on it. Building costs ran 
around a quarter of a million marks. After its completion 
Frau Koch held her morning ride there for a quarter to a 
half hour a few times a week, during which the SS band had 
to provide the musical accompaniment." | 
(THE DRONE EXISTENCE OF THE SS, THE BUCHENWALD REPORT) 

"One night about 7p.m. a soldier came to my room. I was 
forced to entertain him. I resisted at first, and he barked 
at me. I then squatted down on my haunches to defend myself. 
He hit me and stripped me naked. Soon I was to be stripped 
of every shred of pride and dignity as well. The same thing 
happened to Rika and the other girls...We could not resist, 
nor could we run away, since the camp was so heavily 
guarded. In the end we had no choice but to accept our fate. 
...They should have been ashamed of themselves for robbing 
us of our youth. We had to service five to ten soldiers a 
day and would be hit or tortured if we refused." 

(Johana and Rika, THE COMFORT WOMEN) 

When did you learn not to? 

Just before starting the second hundred guys, John T. 
Bone, director of THE WORLD'S BIGGEST GANG BANG, announces 
through a bullhorn that his star, Annabel Chong, is very 
worried about getting scratched. With all the sperm flying 
around on her shoulder, face, back, ass, cunt, belly, legs 
and arms, should Ms. Chong get cut something dreadful could 
infect her beauty quite permanently. Mr. Bone.asks that the 
men be especially careful not to scratch her with their long 
jagged fingernails and, starting now, to stop putting their 
fingers inside her cunt. 

"No fingers, no fingers", the director, camera men, 
security, assembled dogs and the bucket herself, are quick 
to repeat over and over again as soon as someone gets a bit 
over anxious. "Let me put it in", Annabel snorts. 

During the same break, Mr. Bone and master of ceremonies 
Ron Jeremy discover that the record for biggest gang bang 
is held by "someone in Finland" at 121 guys. John T. Bone 
becomes very excited and parades through the studio (set up 


release SMUKKE DRENG 
are of STREET KID 
(from Germany) and 
CLAY FARMERS (from 
the U.S.). Both clips 
feature quick edits 
of nude young boys. 
Skinny ribs, small 
nipples on flat 
smooth chests, long 
dirty hair and small 
picture-perfect bums. 

SMUKKE DRENG 
(Pretty Boy) from 
Denmark, features 
the young Christian 
Tai Drup as a fourteen 
year old runaway. 
Directed by Carsten 
Sgnder, SMUKKE DRENG 
(in Danish with 
English subtitles) 
runs straight down 
the list of favorite 
fetish elements on 
the page marked: 
SERIOUS ROUGH TRADE: 
THE SEXY FORMATIVE 
TEEN YEARS. 

The prostitution, 
the tough rejected 
Street gang, the lost 
and loose mother, 
the absent father, 
the sugar daddies, 
the dreams and boy- 
ish wishes. And he's 
Straight to boot. 

To see SMUKKE 
DRENG in any other 
way would be 
ridiculous. Its 
romantic allegories, 
its trite gritty 
reality, its social 
dysfunction, murderous 
rage as loveless 
frustration and every 
other lust cartoon 
must be parody if 
not attempts at 
fleshing out those 
hazy stereotypes with 
real boy meat. The 
frequent and numerous 
Scenes of Christian 
in his skimpy bikini 
bathing trunKs and 
tight full package 
underwear, and his 
nude scenes -like the 


like a Roman garage) repeating the record breaking fuck is 
just minutes away. Which has suddenly become the point, 
apparently. 


The workman-like atmosphere is echoed by Annabel running 


through the numbers by tackling five guys at a time, all. 
holes available, and the large documentary crew featuring 


numerous film men, still photographers, security, towel boy 
and director all buzzing and stumbling around her uncomfort- 


able puddle stained table/altar. 


After 240 men and another break for Annabel, T. Bone is 


agitated and scolds through his bullhorn that his great fear 


has in fact happened. The lovely only slightly worn Annabel 
has been scratched. But T. Bone doesn't mention AIDS or 
disease, just the pain that the girl he has purchased to 
squat on, suck at and squeeze off 300 or so separate cocks 
now suffers. | 


` She can only take 10 more guys en masse with Ron Jeremy 


being the 251st. The record, after all, has 
broken. 

There's some pushy niggers and alot of fat businessmen; 
one of whom presents Annabel with a touching street corner 
rose. There's lots of condoms and money shots -erm, 
and Annabel's groans and squeals, tap and wiggle blow- job 
technique and careful face positioning. | 

There's also a handful of ragged fluff girls. And 
although the actual count of men is hardly unimpressive, 


already been 


the final tally is sadly reached by many of the cocks being 


counted more than once. 
‘Ron Jeremy conducts interviews in his affable though 


tiresome though pathetic manner throughout. He jabbers with 
the johns and regularly inquires after Annabel's health and 


countenance. 

Annabel sips from an ice filled cup, takes countless 
time-outs (the cameras even record her having her make-up 
reapplied) and is toweled off frequently. 

The veneer of THE WORLD'S BIGGEST GANG BANG is only 
slightly different to DUTCH TREAT. The size and American 
work ethic changes things only just. The California ` 
porno cliches that the men and their cunts mimic so 
aggressively and easily also separates the two tapes. And 


while the heads down boogie through any-hole-at-all remains 
the same in theory, the American lust to cum seems much more 


formidable. Even given that they are allowed some more 
time and holes, these dogs seem more concerned and concen- 
trated than their professionalism alone could account for. 

Her tongue and always open eyes. Her protection. The 
old man beating himself off over the back of her head, 
staring at the four other fuckers but focused, obviously, 
necessarily, somewhere else entirely. All that cum and 
hand twisting, body molding, fantasy reacting actions. A11 
those chances and promises. All that stroking and hoping 
and bathroom release. 

And the scratch and its fear is the final smack of the 
video. The thought that the prostitute who collects sperm 
over her clearly scarred fake tits and Oriental painted 


whore's face -who's patent pro-porno droolings still display 


nothing more than a blank housefrau stupidity- is filling 


that fragile mind with slow cold death. Just begging for it. 


On sale; cheap and primitive and degenerate and the 


requirements for the purchase is that it must be made imme- 


diately without concern for any other moment. As if there 


facials- 


one where he's thrown 
out of the shower and 
down the stairs, his 
jutting uncut cock 
and lightly hairy 
balls bunched up and 
caught in full view 
between his skinny 
stomach lines and 
shiny thin legs, as 
he struggles with 

the terrible 
brutality of youth, 
sex and his own pure 
darling innocence- 
are better understood 
that way. 

What's just about 
good enough, then? 

A bad lip-synch. 

A trashy flashy 

dress that still 
doesn't fit just 
right. And the two 
different sized tits 
with uneven lumps 

and nipple scars. The 
electrolysis pits. 
The fact that the 
wooden stage they own 
with their blue songs 
and stand-up 

routines are in 
ghettos and peopled 
by only those waiting 
their turn. That the 
film crews and street 
whistles and moneyed 
daddies are always 
slightly less than 
Hollywood or Paris. 

A 12 year old 
transvestite hustles 
its way out of a 
mental home, whores 
in the streets, 
injects $25 shots of 
hormones, parades 
through Stonewall, 
the dressing rooms 
of Trash N' Vaudeville 
and The Blue Angel. 
Ends up a friend of 
Dali, a Studio 54 
fashion freak and a 
Wigstock icon. And 
its film biography is 
a sixty minute video 
release titled SPLIT, 
WILLIAM TO CHRYSIS, 
PORTRAIT OF A DRAG 


